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No  trace  of  the  Two  Angry  Women  has  been 
found  in  the  Register  of  the  Stationers'  Company, 
though  there  is  nothing  in  the  two  editions  which 
appeared  with  the  date  15-99  to  suggest  that  the 
publication  was  surreptitious.  Of  these  editions, 
which  the  ornaments  show  to  have  been  both 
printed  by  Edward  AUde,  one  purports  to  be 
published  by  William  Ferbrand,  the  other  by 
Joseph  Hunt  and  William  Ferbrand  together, 
though  only  Ferbrand's  address  is  given.  The 
latter  was  just  starting  in  business,  his  first  book 
having  been  entered  in  the  Register  on  3  May 
15-98.  Typographical  evidence  is  conclusive  as  to 
the  edition  bearing  both  names  being  the  earlier, 
and  since  no  other  connexion  between  the  two  men 
is  recorded  it  is  legitimate  to  surmise  that  Hunt's 
name  only  appears  in  acknowledgement  of  some 
rights  claimed  in  the  copy.  The  texts  of  the  two 
editions  do  not  differ  very  much.  In  the  second 
the  addition  at  1.  2089  was  clearly  made  by  some  one 
who  had  read  the  play ;  this,  however,  is  made  up 
for  by  the  bodily  omission  of  1.  209 <J.  Otherwise 
such  corrections  as  are  found  may  well  have  been 
the  work  of  the  compositor,  while  a  plentiful  crop 
of  fresh  errors  appears.  Altogether  there  seems  no 
reason  for  selecting  the  second  edition  as  the  basis 
of  a  text,  as  is  done  by  C.  M.  Gayley  in  his 
Representative  English  Comedies.  Both  editions  are 
in  quarto  and  both  are  printed  in  the  same  fount 
of  roman  type  approximating  in  size  to  modern 
pica  {20  11  =  82  mm.).     O^  the  first  edition  there 

V  a  3 


iire  two  copies  in  the  British  Museum,  one  perfect 
except  for  the  final  blank  leaf,  the  other  wanting 
signatures  A  and  M,  and  one  in  the  Dyce  collection 
which  also  wants  the  blank  leaf  and  further  has 
sheet  E  mutilated.  A  number  of  variations  between 
copies  have  been  observed,  which  show  that  the 
imperfect  copy  at  the  British  Museum  has  an  un- 
corrected outer  forme  in  sheet  F,  while  the  Dyce 
copy  has  uncorrected  outer  formes  in  sheets  E,  F, 
and  I.  Many  of  these  uncorrected  readings  are 
quoted  by  Gayley  as  those  of  the  first  edition,  though 
in  his  introduction  the  only  copy  of  this  edition  he 
mentions  is  the  perfect  Museum  copy,  in  which 
they  do  not  appear.  Copies  of  the  second  edition 
are  in  the  British  Museum  and  Bodleian  libraries 
and  elsewhere. 

Since  the  title-pages  of  both  editions  inform  us 
that  the  piece  had  in  15-99  t>een  <  lately  playde  by 
the  right  Honorable  the  Earle  of  Nottingham, 
Lord  high  Admirall,  his  seruants  ',  we  might  expect 
to  find  some  mention  of  it  and  its  author  in 
Henslowe's  Diary.  We  do  in  fact  find  fairly 
frequent  mention  of  Henry  Porter  between  the 
dates  16  Dec.  15-95  and  26  May  15^99,  and  the 
following  entries  may  here  be  quoted  : 

Lent  vnto  thomas  dowton  the  iz  of  desembj    1^98   to   bye 
a  boocke  of  harey  poorter  called  the  z  pte  of  the  z  angrey  wemen 

of  abengton v" 

Lent  vnto  Thomas  downton  the  ii  of  feberye  i5-98[/9]  to  pay 
m'  poorter  in  fulle  payment  for  his  boocke  called  the  2  pte  of  the 

angry  wemen  of  abington  the  some  of ij" 

[fols.  52V^  53V] 


VI 


also : 

Lent  vnto  harey  porter  at  the  Rcqueste  of  the  company  in 
earneste  of  his  boocke  called  ij  mery  wemen  of  abenton  the 
some  of  forty  shellengs  &  for  the  Resayte  of  that  money  he 
gaue  me  his  faythfulle  promysse  that  I  shold  haue  alle  the 
boockes  W^^  he  writte  ether  him  sellfe  or  w">  any  other  w«^  some 
was  dd  the  i8  of  febreary  i')9^[/^]  1  saye  .  .  .  thomas  downton 

Robart  shawe xxxx^ 

[fol.  54] 

Since,  however,  it  is  clear  that  the  extant  play  was 
not  as  continuation  or  second  part  it  cannot  be 
identified  with  either  of  the  above  pieces.  It  is 
quite  possible  that  the  original  piece  was  sold  by 
Porter  to  the  company  without  Henslowe's  inter- 
vention, but  it  is  also  quite  possible  that  it  may 
appear  in  the  Diary  under  another  title.  If  so  it  is 
most  likely  to  have  been  the  play  mentioned  in  the 
following  entry  : 

lent  vnto  the  company  the  30  of  maye  15^8  to  by  a  boocke 
called  love  prevented  the  some  of  fbwer  poundes  dd  to  thomas 

dovi^ton  .  .  .  m'  porter iiij" 

[fol.  +6] 

Nothing  further  is  known  either  of  the  second 
part  of  the  Two  Angry  Women  or  of  the  Two  Merry 
Women.  The  former  was  evidently  completed,  and 
as  properties  were  bought  for  it,  it  was  no  doubt 
also  performed :  the  latter  very  likely  got  no 
further  than  a  pretext  for  borrowing  money. 
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List  of  Doubtful  Readings,  &c. 


N.B.— The  following  is  primarily  a  list  of  those  passages  in 
which  the  reading  of  the  original  is  open  to  question,  and  of 
those  in  which  different  copies  of  the  original  have  been  found 
to  vary.  It  also  includes  a  number  of  readings  which  are  evident 
typographical  blunders  of  the  original,  this  being  necessary  as 
a  defence  of  the  accuracy  of  the  reprint.  It  makes,  however,  no 
pretence  of  supplying  a  complete  list  of  errors  and  corruptions, 
still  less  of  offering  any  criticism  or  emendation.  For  the  sake 
of  greater  clearness  the  readings  are  quoted  in  slightly  different 
manner  from  that  adopted  in  the  earlier  Malone  reprints.  The 
mere  repetition  of  a  reading  out  of  the  text  is  equivalent  to 
<  sic '. 

The  printing  of  the  original  is  extremely  inaccurate.  In  an 
enormous  number  of  cases  the  periods  after  speakers'  names  or 
at  the  ends  of  speeches  have  either  been  omitted  or  replaced  by 
commas  or  colons.  The  reprint  aims  at  following  the  original 
exactly  in  these  cases,  but  no  useful  purpose  would  be  served  by 
recording  them  in  the  present  list,  since  it  is  far  more  likely 
that  irregularities  in  the  original  have  escaped  notice  than  that 
any  unwarranted  ones  have  been  introduced  into  the  reprint. 
The  original  also  very  commonly  substitutes  roman  for  italic 
capitals  in  the  speakers'  names,  but  in  accordance  with  the 
custom  of  these  reprints  this  peculiarity  has  not  been  retained. 
In  a  few  cases  only  the  reading  of  the  second  quarto  has  been 
added  here. 


Prol.  14.  exerate,  {also  Q2) 
Text  15  he  (the  Q^) 
54.  yout 

5^0  M'lf?^  t  doubtful 
\\()  M.  Bar. 
158  fairer] />ojj/^/y  fairer 
i6^p  c.w.  Looke 
1 74.  Gourfe's 
1 76^,  1 86^  not  indented 
113  in  place  of  the  comma  at  the 
end  the  original  has  a 
turned  apostrophe 
ai8  not  indented 
135:  there 


171   Vhilip  Vr  and  sand 

27Z  franke  Gourfey, 

a8i  speaker'' s  name  omitted^  see 

z8o  c.w. 
x^6  complexron, 
301  What,  fhal 
330  brought 
34()   Fanke 

3(^7,  38^,  388  not  indented 
425  afpringall, 
447  will 
45  T  face, 

540  not  indented 

54 1  indented 


VIU 


5'4<5  Mf. 

^61  If]  possibly  I  f 

^13  Mall.. 

(^43  forfoorth. 

(Jyy  camt 

^83  JSx/V.]  possibly  Exit: 

724,  nay.  (way.  Qx) 

733  when 

751  tell  (till  Qj) 

7CJ4,  rhat 

7^8  M  y]  see  7^7  c.w. 

810  Thauft 

811  'Phillip 

8i(^  Gentleman, 

887  prouetbe 

tjo4  may]  Djjre  ma 

cjii  ^,]  original  iJf- 

92(J  P/»//.  fliall 

^28  EwV.  (at  ^25)  in  Qji) 

P3I  infaith]  so  both  B.  M. 
copies :  Dyce  faith  in 
(infaith  Q^) 

932  hiaright  (his  right  Qj.) 

5  3  5"  Ilein 

^38  fliall 

^47  not  indented 

5185  But.  (also  0^2) 

5>(ji  thon 

9^4  him  be 

9^5:  wifefF 
1008  cheape.]  Dyce  cehape, 
1012  vp.  but 
1 01 8  ¥rau. 
1022  vnderflanding. 
i02<^  no 

1028  him :  fweare 
1 0^1  Nich.  {Dick.  Qj,) 
1 05"  8   not  indented 
iioi  c.w.  A  fter 
1 1  id  Exit.'\  possibly  Exit: 
\\7^6  liking]  so  Dyce:   there  is 
a  mark  betijueen  the  1  and 
i  in  both  B.M.  copies 
ii5'3  ^^ 
116')  father,]  D^-f^  fathers, 


iiyp  Franke}  (Franke>  Q  i) 

1215"  c.w.  I  know 

1116  Yet]  t  doubtful 

1 22 1  maiiter  (miftris  Qji) 

1243   fyr,]  comma  doubtful 

1253   not  indented 

1315-  craftie]    Dyce    and   impf. 

B.M.  craft 
1 3 19  Ent.     CoomeSj^     wrongly 

put  as  speaker's  name  : 

cf.    6^2,    972,     1904, 

2178,  15:45 
1344  vnleflTethe 
1353  By 

135*9  mifvfde  • 

1384  a  fpire, 
139^  fay  eft 
1405:  nor 

1432  berrie]  for  be  vie  by  con. 

fusion  luith  a  berrie  of 
conies 

1433  me(my  Qj) 

1435'  thenfir  R  aph'\  the  space 
between  R  and  a  is 
greater  in  the  impf. 
B.M.  copy  than  in  the 
others 

1437  huntf  men 

1470  thee  (file  Q^) 

1485-  wone  (also  Q^) 

1490  Frazke^ 

1 5 18  fower  (also  Q2) 

15:32  Fhil.  he 

155:0  chafe  (also  Qj.) 

1552  Mai.  kiffe 

1557  indented 

16^27  not  indefited 

Mif.]  i  doubtful 

16^31  ttue 

1(^33  c.w.  Phli.  To 

i6<)0  goodGod,]  so  impf.  B.M. 
copy : 

perf.  copy  goo  dGod, : 
Dyce  go  odGod, 

i66z  miftrurft 


IX 


1 8 1 8  not]  really  a  turned  n 

l8j5J   '^QS^  comma  doubtful 

1850  out 

I^yy  Mif.  Ba,. 

15)77  Ml/A  i  doubtful 

1980  A/// J  /  doubtful 

2017  glimpes  (also  Q^) 

ac^i  canl 

1040  Sblould  fSbloud  Qx) 

lodio  Francis  r]  s  doubtfuT 

a  10  J  Sblould  (also  Qj.) 

1105  lludie  ft 

1107  rhe 

alio  your]  Dyce  omits 

1157  afgo  e  (gofe  Qj.) 

2148  rFancis 

ikJ^cw.  Win  met 

1166  Wil.  I  met 

1175  Wil,  why 

1207  wonld 

220^  cloddes,]  Dyce  clowdes, 

2213-4]  -^/<^^  omits  stage  direc- 
tion 

2225  hey]  Dyce  ho 

2252  ye]  Dyce  it 

2249  grope]  Dyce  throwe 

■2.1.6')  lippes,]  Dyce  ftones, 

2274  ye]  Dyce  yee 

2274-5:  &  yet  I  I  haue]  Dyce 
and  I  yet  I  haue 

2275:  wil]  Dyce  will 

might]  Dyce  omits 

iz-jC  with]  Dyce  omits 

March]  Dyce  Marche 

'1X-J6--]  &  nere  j  fet  vp]  Dyce 
and  nere  fet  |  vp 

2277  Ale  bufh]  Dyce  Ale-buih 
wel]  Dyce  well 

2312  a  micus 

2328-^  so  impf.  B.M.  copy:  the 
perf.  B.M.  and  Dyce 
copies  ha've  a  space  after 
I  at  the  end  of  the  former.^ 


and  before  d  at  the  end 
of  the  latter  line 

23(^5-  breathd]  Dyce  breath 

f^6%  who  ing 

like]  Dyce  omits 

2376"  awya 

2379  lac't]  Dyce  laft 

2380  flye  :]  Dyce  filly : 
2385-  ftiewd]  Dyce  fhew 
2387  clofe 

2449  will  ? 

2487  will. 

2495"  Fathet 

2^03  tell  (till  Q^) 

25-47  towcrd 

25'90  w  hofe 

25-99  fall  ?]  original  fall  ^ 

26' 5: 3  mi-(taking) 

\66o  rhe 

\66%  ouettake 

2(^79  companie  r]  possibly 

companie  ? 
2(^99  fame  (fome  Q2) 
2703  M/ight 
2708  not  indented 

2721  Mi  ft 

2722  weere 
2727  M.f. 
2735-  Bnt 

27 5" 2  M.]  period  doubtful 

2794  not  indented 

2820  farher 

2824  not  indented 

2825-  the 

283^  I  But 

2844  W  hy 

2848  indented 

25)22  Away]  possibly  A  way 

2931   fileds? 

25^83  A/.]  original  M' 

2^97   no  catch-ijord 

B  4^-C  I  R.T.  the  )  angrie 

1 4,  R.T.  Abington 


Variant   Readings  of  the  Second  Quarto 


The   more   important   variants   only   arc   included, 
already  quoted  in  the  former  list  are  not  repeated  here. 


Those 


Prol. 

Text 

9* 

401 

4.21 
480 
^06 
548 

5TT 
600 

661 

6%^ 
74X 
819 
8x3 
8x7 
831 

1038 
1049 
106% 
1089 
1093 
1187 
1x4^ 
ix8i 

1339 


30  Well]  Welcome 

74  rubbers]  rubber 

women]  woman 

women^  woman, 

Affoorde]  Affoordes 

th'art]  thou  art 

the]  omitted 

off  at 

in'  in  all 

fir"  firra 

thy]  my 

braue]  omitted 

my  reafon]  me  reafon 

affect,]  effect, 

womens]  womans 

would]  could 

Is  it]  It  is 

tother]  other 

haue  beene]  was 

£x/V.]  omitted 

mother]  more 

not]  no 

fathers]  father 

expects]  refpects 

Gads]  Gods 

knaue]  flaue 

me]  me  be 

drinke]  drunke 

Froligozene'^  Frolagozene^ 

God  knowts,]  omitted 

cowardlike]  cowardly 

adiudged,]  iudged, 

it  fir,]  it, 

I  faith,]  ye  faith, 

and]  that 


1348- 
1452 
14(^9 
1470 

1+73 
1+7+ 

I+7V 
161% 

16^6 

1666 

1713 

1730 

^77+ 
1845 

18^9 

1971 
1985- 
1987 
zoz8 

1034 
ao4x 
1044 
1067 
1089 


10 


y6] 


aio8 
xia3 

ZI40 


9  Barn-|fes]  Gourfeys 
th'houfe,]  the  houfe, 
be]  doe 

thorowly]  throwly 
way]  may 
it]! 

change]  chanke 
fwoondj  foond 
forgot]  forgotten 
denaie]  deny 
BarJ^  Gou. 
What]  What  a 
at]  to 
your]  you 

another.]  the  other, 
vpon]  on 
do]  doth 
you'r]  you  are 
maifter]  omitted 
wilt]  wilt  not 
metamorphefie.] 

metamorphelis. 
thefe]  the 
be]  omitted 
halt]  haft  thou 
pound,]  bound, 
man?]  man.  |  That  went 

to  fetch  my  bowe,  j 
omitted,  but  the  speaker's 

name,  Franke.^  remains 

as  a  catchword 
askt]  aske 
ftie]  omitted 
And]  Had 
for  me,]  fo, 


XI 


1174-  well]  omitted 
2^07-8  Tripe-|cheeke,] 

Tripc-|cheekt£, 
1514  the]  oin'ttted 
1524.  hisj  her 
0410  him]  them 
i\G6  was]  was  he 
1513   1   faw]    Fr4!   1    faw   {In. 

dented) 
1577  thy]  my 
r6\6  fir]  omitted 
i.6')'i,  wandring]  wander 


x6<)\  Being]  Be 

2(^84—^]  transposed 

1110  lucke]  omitted 

t-jzi  your]  you 

1744  women,]  woman, 

2746^  is]  it 

2755  your]  you 

2784  himf  me 

xS^i  ealiej  omitted 

1850  deliuerie.]  deliuered, 

xpSa  fir,]  fie. 


The  second  edition  added  the  following  list  of 
characters  before  the  prologue : 

The  names  of  the  fpeakers. 


M.  Gourfey. 

Phillip. 

Nicholas  Prouerbs. 

Mill:.  Gourfey. 

Boy. 

Sir  Raph  Smith. 

M.  Barnes. 

Mall  Barnes. 

Will  fir  Raphes  man. 

Mift  Barnes, 

Dick  Coomes. 

Franke  Gourfey. 

Hodge. 

The  characters  are  not  given  in  order  of  entry. 
Phillip  should  be  Phillip  Barnes:  Lady  Smith  is 
omitted. 

In  neither  of  the  old  editions  is  the  play  divided  into  acts  and 
scenes.  An  attempt  has  been  made  in  the  present  reprint  to. 
indicate  the  latter  by  a  marginal  numbering.  The  divisions  are 
not,  however,  always  easy  to  determine,  the  data,  particularly  in 
the  night  scene  (sc.  x)  not  being  of  the  clearest.  Hence  the 
divergence  among  modern  editions. 


xu 


PLEASANT 

HISTORIE   OF 

the  two  ans-ric  women 

of(tJbington. 

With  the  humorous  inii  the  o^Dich^Coomcs 

and  Nicholas  Prouerbes  ,  two 

S^ruingmen. 

As  hvpas  lately  flaydc  by  the  right  Honorable 

the  E.irle  of  Nottingham,  Lord  high 
Admirall,his  fcruants. 

By  Henry  Porter  Genu 


Imprinted  at  London  for  lofcphHunt ,  and 

iVilUam  Fcrbrand^znd  arc  to  be  foldc  at  the  Corner  of 
^   Colman«'ftrcetc,necrcLoathburic, 


First  Edition.     A  i  recto    Dvce) 


V.    VJ 


:S^or 


eJ^vy 


■  iT^i^^^.f'^!  Entlcmen ,  I  come  to  yce  like  one 
%'R* G  l^iA  that  fackcs  and  would  borrovv,but 
^f  ll^JtL  was  loth  to  aske  le.tft  he  should  be 
'  WM§M  cien>  ed :  I  would  askc,but  I  would 
aske  to  obteinc :  O  would  I  knew  tlut  manner 
of  askino; :  to  bc2;  were  bafcsand  to  cooche  low 
and  to  Carrie  an  humbl-;  shew  otcntieatic,were 
too  Doc:- like  that  favvr.es  on  his  maiiter  to  t;et 
a  bone  tromhis  rreucher.  outCuu\  Icaimoc 
abideit,to  puton  thcshapear.dlial  itot  this 
new  worlds  new  found  be;igar5,miilcrmcd 
Souldiei\sis  thus.'fweet  Gentlemen, la  a  pc  ore 
^^chv-5l!er  implore  and  excrate,  that  yon  would 
m  jkc  liim  riche  in  the  poilefsion  of  a  mite  of 
you-  fanonrs ,  to  keepe  him  a  true  m:n  in  wsc, 
and  to  ray  for  his  lodr^ineamono-  the  Mufes ; 
fo  God  him  helpc  he  is  driucn  to  <  moft  lowc 
criate,tis  not  vnknowne  v  hat  feruice  of  words 

A  i  he 


First  Edition.     A  2  recto  (Dyce) 


A  plcafant  Comcdie  of  clictvvo' 

But  kindly  take  the  fiuour  cf^ood  will. 
Ifanythinobciiulie  pen  tobbmc, 
1  hen  here  (bnd  I  to  bliifli  the  wriicrs  Oiamc, 
Ifthis  be  bad,  he  proniircs  a  better, 
Truil  him,  and  he  will  pi oouc  a  vij^ht  true  dcbter.' 


'■0^-^^ 


First  Edition.     M  i  verso  (Dyce) 


PLEASANT 

HISTORY    OF. 

the  nvo  angry  ivomcn 

of  Abington, 

W  ith  tlic  humorous  mirth  of  Dtci^c  Cooma 
and  Nicholas  Prouerbcs ,  two 

Scrutugmca. 
[As  it  rpas  lately  play  de  by  the  rtght  HonorMe 

tbcEarko^  Nottingham,Lordhigh 
Admirallhisiciuaius* 

By  Bctir^  Porter  Gcntl 


Imprinted  at  London  for  William  Ferhrmd^ 

anJarccdbcfjIde  at  hisniopatthccornccof 
Colraau  ftrcete  neerc  Loaihbury, 


Second  Edition.     A  i  recto  (B.M.) 
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The  Prologue. 

Entlemen,  I  come  to  yee  like  one 
that  lackes  and  would  borrow,  but 
was  loth  to  aske  leafl:  he  should  be 
denyed:  I  would  aske,  but  I  would 
aske  to  obteine:  O  would  I  knew  that  manner 
of  asking:  to  beg  were  bafe,  and  to  cooche  low 
and  to  Carrie  an  humble  shew  of  entreatie,  were 
too  Dog-like  that  fawnes  on  his  maifter  to  get 
a  bone  from  his  Trencher:  out  Curre  I  cannot  k 
abide  it,  to  put  on  the  shape  and  habit  of  this 
new  worlds  new  found  beggars,  miftermed 
Souldiers,asthus:  fweet  Gentlemen, let  a  poore 
SchoUer  implore  and  exerate,  that  you  would 
make  him  riche  in  the  poffefsion  of  a  mite  of 
your  fauours,  to  keepe  him  a  true  man  in  wit, 
and  to  pay  for  his  lodging  among  the  Mufes : 
fo  God  him  helpe  he  is  driuen  to  a  moft  lovve 
eftate,  tis  not  vnknowne  what  feruice  of  words 
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The  Prologue. 
liee  hath  beene  at,  hee  loft  his  Hmmes  in  a^o 
late  conflict  of  floute,  a  braue  repulfe  and  a 
hotte  aflault  it  was,  he  dooth  proteft,  as  euer  he 
fa  we  fince  he  knew  what  the  report  of  a  volley 
of  lefts  were,  he  shall  therefore  defire  you :  A 
plague  vpon  it,  each  Beadle  difdained,  would 
whip  him  from  your  company.     Well  Gentle- 
men, I  cannot  tell  how  to  get  your  fauours  bet- 
ter then  by  defert:  then  the  worfe  lucke,  or  the 
worfe  wit  or  fomevvhat,  for  I  shall  not  novve 
deferue  it.  Well  then,  I  commit  my  felfe  to  my  30 
fortunes,  and  your  contents,  contented  to  die, 
if  your  feuere  iudgements  shall  iudge  me  to  be 
ftung  to  death  with  the  Adders  hifl^e. 


The  pleafant  Comedy  of  the 
two  angrie  JVomen  of 

Abington. 

Enter  Maijier  Gourfey  anei  his  wife,  and  Maijler  Barnes      5c.  » 
and  his  wife,  with  their  two  fonnes,  and  their  two  feruants. 

Maijler  Gourfey. 

GOod  maifler  Barnes,  this  entertaine  of  yours. 
So  full  of  courtefie  and  riche  delight : 
Makes  me  mifdoubt  my  poore  abilitie, 
In  quittance  of  this  friendly  courtefie. 
M.  Bar.  O  maifter  Gourfie,  neighbour  amitie, 
Is  fuch  a  iewell  of  high  reckoned  worth : 

As  for  the  attaine  of  it,  what  would  not  I  lo 

Difhurfe,  it  is  fb  pretious  in  my  thoughts. 

M.  Gor.  Kinde  fir,  neere  dwelling  amitie  indeed. 
Offers  the  hearts  enquirie  better  view, 
Then  loue  thats  feated  in  a  farther  foile, 
As  profpectiues  he  neerer  that  they  be, 
Yeeld  better  iudgement  to  the  iudging  eye, 
Things  feene  farre  off,  arc  lefiened  in  the  eye, 
When  their  true  fhape  is  feene  being  hard  by. 
M.  Bar.  True  fir,  tis  fo,  and  truly  I  efleeme 
Meere  amitie,  familiar  neighbourhood,  ^o 

The  coulen  germaine  vnto  wedded  loue. 

M.  Gor.  I  fir,  thers  furely  fome  aliance  twixt  them, 
For  they  haue  both  the  off-fpring  from  the  heart. 
Within  the  hearts  bloud  Ocean  fhill  are  found, 
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Jewels  of  amitie,  and  lemmes  of  loue. 

Ji.  Bar.  I  maifler  Gourfej,  I  haue  in  my  time, 
Seenc  many  fliipwracks  of  true  honeflie. 
But  incident  fuch  dangers  euer  are, 
To  them  that  without  compafle  faile  (b  farre. 
Why  what  need  men  to  fwim  when  they  may  wade  ?  30 

But  leaue  this  talke,  enough  of  this  is  fayd, 
And  Maifler  Gourfey.,  in  good  faith  fir  welcome : 
And  miltrefle  Gowfif,  I  am  much  in  debt, 
Vnto  yout  kindnes  that  would  vifit  me. 

Mif.  Gou  O  maifler  Barnes.,  you  put  me  but  in  minde, 
Of  that  which  I  ftiould  fay,  tis  we  that  are 
Indebted  to  your  kindnes  for  this  cheere : 
Which  debt  that  we  may  repay,  I  pray  lets  haue 
Sometimes  your  company,  at  our  homely  houfe. 

Mif.  Bar.  That  miftrefle  Gourjie  you  Ihall  furely  haue,      40 
Heele  be  a  bould  gueft  I  warrant  yee. 
And  boulder  too  with  you,  then  I  would  haue  him. 

Mtf.  Gou.  How  do  ye  meane  he  will  be  bould  with  me  '^. 

Mif.  Bar.  Why  he  will  trouble  you  at  home  forfboth. 
Often  call  in,  and  aske  yee  how  yee  doe : 
And  fit  and  chat  with  you  all  day  till  night, 
And  all  night  to,  if  he  might  haue  his  wull. 

M.  Bar.  I  wife  indeed,  I  thanke  her  for  her  kindnes. 
She  hath  made  me  much  good  cheere  pafTmg  that  way. 

Mif.  Bar.  PalTing  wel  done  off  her,  Ihe  is  a  kind  wench,      jo 
I  thanke  yee  Miflreffe  Gourfey  for  my  husband : 
And  if  it  hap  your  husband  come  our  way 
A  hunting,  or  fuch  ordinary  fports. 
He  do  as  much  for  yours,  as  you  for  mine. 

M.  Gou.  Pray  do  forfboth,  Gods  Lord  what  means  the 
She  fpeakes  it  fcornfully,  I  faith  I  care  not,  (woman. 

Things  are  well  fpoken,  if  they  be  well  taken. 
What  miflreffe  Barnes,  is  it  not  time  to  part  ? 

Mif  Bar.  Whats  a  clocke  fyrra .? 

Nicholas.  Tis  but  new  flrucke  one.  60 
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M.  Gou.  I  haue  fbme  biifines  in  the  towne  by  three. 

M.  Bar.  Till  then  lets  walke  into  the  Orchard  fir. 
What  can  you  play  at  Tables  ? 

M.  Gou.  Yes,  I  can. 

M.  Bar.  What,  (hall  we  haue  a  game  ? 

M.  Gou.  And  if  you  pleafe. 

M.  Bar.  I  faith  content,  weele  fpend  an  hower  fb : 
Syrra  fetch  the  Tables. 

Nkh.  I  will  fir.  Exit. 

Phil^  Sirra  Franke.,  whilfl  they  are  playing  heere,  70 

Weele  to  the  greene  to  Bowles. 

Fra.  Phillip  content.  Comes  come  hether  firra. 
When  our  Fathers  part,  call  vs  vpon  the  Greene. 
Phillip  come,  a  rubbers  and  fb  leaue. 

Phi.  Come  on.  Exeunt. 

Comes.  Sbloud,  I  do  not  like  the  humor  of  thele  Sprin- 
gals,  theil  fpend  all  their  Fathers  good  at  gamming : 
But  let  them  trowle  the  Bowles  vppon  the  Greene, 
He  trowle  the  bowles  in  the  Buttery,  by  the  leaue  of 
God  and  maifler  Barnes:  and  his  men  be  good  fel- 80 
lowes,  fb  it  is,  if  they  be  not,  let  them  goe  fneik  vp. 
Enter  Nicholas  with  the  Tables.  Exit. 

M.  Bar.  So  fet  them  downe, 
Miflrefle  Gourfey,  how  do  you  like  this  game  ? 

Mf.  Gou.  WeU  fir. 

M.  Bar.  Can  yee  play  at  it } 

Mif.  Gou.  A  little  fir. 

M.  Bar.  Faith  fo  can  my  wife. 

M.  Gou.  Why  then  maifter  Barnes^  and  if  you  pleafe, 
Our  wines  fhall  trie  the  quarrell  twixt  vs  two,  90 

And  weele  looke  on. 

M.  Bar.  I  am  content,  what  women  will  you  play  } 

Mif.  Gou.  I  care  not  greatly. 

Mjf.  Bar.  Nor  I,  but  that  I  thinke  fheele  play  me  falfe. 

M.  Gou.  He  fee  flie  (liall  not. 

Mif.  Bar.  Nay  fir,  ihc  will  be  fure  vou  fhall  not  fee. 
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You  of  all  men  fhall  not  marke  her  hand. 
She  hath  fuch  clofe  conueyance  in  her  play. 

M.  Got.  Is  Ihe  fb  cunning  growne,  come,  come,  lets  fee. 

Mif  Gour.  Yeamiftrisi5'«mj-,wilyenothoufeyouriells,       loo 
But  let  them  rome  abroad  {o  carelefly  ? 
Faith,  if  your  iealious  toung  vtter  another, 
He  croile  yee  with  a  ielt,  and  yee  were  my  mother, 
Come  Ihall  we  play  ? 

Mif.  Bar.  I,  what  fhall  we  play  a  game  ? 

Mif.  Gour.  A  pound  a  game. 

M.  Gour.  How  wife  ? 

Mif.  Gour.  Faith  husband,  not  a  ferthing  lefle. 

M.  Gour.  It  is  too  much,  a  fhilling  were  good  game. 

Mif.  Gour.  No,  weell  be  ill  hufwiues  once,  no 

You  haue  beene  oft  ill  husbands,  lets  alone. 

M.  Bar.  Wife,  will  you  play  fb  much  ? 

Mif.  Bar.  I  would  be  loath  to  be  fo  francke  a  gaimfler 
As  miftrefle  Gourfey  is,  and  yet  for  once 
He  play  a  pound  a  game  afwell  as  fhe. 

M.  Bar.  Go  to,  youle  haue  your  will.    Offer  to  go  from 

Mif.  Bar.  Come,  ther's  my  flake.  them. 

Mif.  Gour.  And  ther's  mine. 

M.  Bar.  Throw  for  the  Dice :  111  luck  then  they  are  yours 

M.  Bar.  Maifler  Gourfey^  who  fayes  that  gamings  bad,      no 
When  fuch  good  Angels  walke  twixt  euery  call  ? 

M.  Gour.  This  is  not  noble  fport,  but  royall  play. 

M.  Bar.  It  muft  be  fo,  where  royals  walke  fo  fall. 

Mifi.  Bar.  Play  right  I  pray. 

Mtfi.  Gour.  Why  fo  I  doe. 

Mif  Bar.  Where  flands  your  man  ? 

Mif.  Gour.  In  his  right  place. 

Mtf.  Bar.  Good  faith,  I  thinke,  ye  play  me  foule  an  afe. 

M.  Bar.  No  wife,  flie  playes  yee  tme. 

Mif  Ba.  Peace  husband,  peace,  ile  not  be  iudgd  by  you,      130 

Mif  Gou.  Husband,  maifter  Barnes,  pray  both  go  w^alke. 
We  cannot  play,  if  f landers  by  doe  talke. 

M.  Gour 
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M.  Gou.  Well  to  your  game,  we  will  not  trouble   ye. 

Go  from  them. 

Mif.  Gou.  Where  flands  your  man  now  ? 

Mif.  Bar.  Doth  hee  not  fland  right  ? 

Mif.  Gou  It  {lands  betweene  the  poynts. 

Mif.  Bar.  And  thats  my  fJDight. 
But  yet  me  thinkes  the  dice  runnes  much  vneuen, 
That  I  throw  but  dewes  afe  and  you  eleuen.  Mo 

Mif.  Gou.  And  yet  you  fee  that  I  caft  downe  the  hill, 

Mif.  Bar.  I,  I  beflirow  ye,  tis  not  with  my  will. 

Mif.  Gou.  Do  ye  belhrow  me  ? 

Mif.  Bar.  No  I  belhrow  the  dice, 
That  turne  you  vp  more  at  once,  then  me  at  twile. 

Mif.  Gou.  Well,  you  (hall  fee  them  turne  for  you  anon. 

Mif.  Bar.  But  I  care  not  for  them  when  your  game  is 

Mif  Gou.  My  game,  what  game  ?  (don. 

Mif.  Bar.  Your  game,  your  game  at  tables. 

Mif  Go.  Wei  miltreile,  wel,  I  haue  red  Mfops  fables,      ijo 
And  know  your  morrals  meaning  well  ynough. 

Mij.  Bar.  Loe,  you'l  be  angrie,  now  heres  good  ftuffe 

M.  Gou.  How   now  women,  who  hath  won  the  game  ? 

Mif.  Gou.  No  bodie  yet. 

M.,  Bar.  Your  wife's  the  fairefl  for't. 

Mif.  Bar.  I  in  your  eye. 

Mif.  Gou.  How  do  you  meane  ? 

Mif.  Bar.  He  holds  you  fairer  for't  then  I. 

Mif.  Gou.  For  what  forlboth  ? 

Mif.  Bar.  Good  gameller,  for  your  game.  \6o 

M.  Bar.  Well,  trie  it  out,  t'is  all  but  in  the  bearing. 

Mif.  Bar.  Nay  if  it  come  to  bearing,  flie'l  be  belt, 

Mif.  Gou.  Why,  you'r  as  good  a  bearer  as  the  reft. 

Mif.  Bar.  Nay  that's  not   fo,  you  beare  one  man  too 

Mif.  Gou.  Better  do  fo  then  beare  not  any.  (many. 

M.  Bar.  Befhrow  me,  but  my  wifes  ieftes  growe  too 
Plainer  fpeeches  for  her  were  more  better,  (bitter. 

Malice  lies  inbowelled  in  her  tongue, 
And  new  hatcht  hate  makes  euery  ieil  a  wrong. 
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Mif,  Gou,  Looke  ye  Miilrefle  now  I  hit  ye.  170 

MiJ,  Bar,  Why  I,  you  neuer  vfe  to  mifle  a  blot, 
Efpecially  when  it  ftands  fb  faire  to  hit. 

AliJ\  Gou,  How  meane  ye  miflreffe  Barnes  ? 

Mif,  Bar,  That  Millrelle  Gourjes  in  the  hitting  vaine, 

MiJ\  Gou,  I  hot  your  man. 
Mif,  Bar,  I,  I,  my  man,  my  man,  but  had  I  knowne, 
I  would  haue  had  my  man  flood  nearer  home, 

Mif,  Gou,  Why  had  ye  kept  your  man  in  his  right  place, 
I  (hould  not  then  haue  hit  him  with  an  afe. 

Mif,  Bar,  Right  by  the  Lord,  a  plague  vpon  the  bones.  180      | 

Mif,  Gou,  And  a  hot  mifchiefe  on  the  curler  too.  i 

M,  Bar,  How  now  wife  ? 

M,  Gou,  Why  whats  the  matter  woman  } 

Mif.  Gour.  It  is  no  matter.  I  am. 

Mif,  Bar,  I,  you  are. 
Mif,Gou,^\v2X,2.m\} 

Mif,  Bar,  Why  thats  as  you  will  be  euer. 

Mif  Gou,  That's  euery  day  as  good  as  Bamefes  wife. 

Mif  Bar,  And  better  too,  the  what  needs  al  this  trouble } 
A  fingle  horfe  is  woorfe  then  that  beares  double.  190 

M.  Bar,  Wife  go  to,  haue  regard  to  what  you  fay, 
Let  not  your  words  pafle  fborth  the  veirge  of  reafbn : 
But  keepe  within  the  bounds  of  modeflie. 
For  ill  report  doth  like  a  BaililFe  ftand. 
To  pound  the  ftraying,  and  the  wit-loft  tongue. 
And  makes  it  forfeit  into  follies  hands, 
Well  wife,  you  know  it  is  no  honefl  part. 
To  entertaine  fuch  guefls  with  iefles  and  wrongs, 
What  will  the  neighbring  countrie  vulgar  fay, 
When  as  they  heare  that  you  fell  out  at  dinner?  200 

Forfooth  they'l  call  it  a  pot  quarrell  ftraight. 
The  befl  they'l  name  it,  is  a  womans  iangling ; 
Go  too,  be  rulde,  be  rulde. 

Mif  Bar.  Gods  Lord,  be  rulde,  be  rulde 
What,  thinke  ye  I  haue  fuch  a  babies  wit. 
To  haue  a  rods  correction  for  my  tongue } 

Schoole 
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Schoolc  infancie,  I  am  of  age  to  fpeake, 

And  I  know  when  to  fpeake,  fhall  I  be  chid  for  fucha  ? 

Mif.  Gou.  What  a  ?  nay  Miftreile  fpeake  it  out, 
I  fcornc  your  ftopt  compares,  compare  not  mc  no 

To  any  but  your  equals,  miftrefle  Barnes^ 

M.  Gou.  Peace  wife  be  quiet, 

M.  Bar.  O  perfwade,  perfwade. 
Wife,  millreffe  Gourfey.,  fhall  I  winne  your  thoughts 
To  compofition  of  fbme  kind  effects  ? 
Wife,  if  you  loue  your  credit  leaue  this  flrife. 
And  come  (hake  hands,  with  miftreile  Gourfejf  here, 
Mif.  Bar.  Shal  I  (hake  hands  ?  let  her  go  fhake  her  heeles, 
She  gets  nor  hands,  nor  friendfhip  at  my  hands, 
And  fb  fir  while  I  Hue  I  will  take  heed,  **o 

What  guefts  I  bid  againe  vnto  my  houfe. 

M.  Bar.  Impatient  woman,  will  you  be  ^o  ftiffe  in  this 
abfurdnes  ? 

Mif.  Bar.  I  am  impatient  now  I  fpeake. 
But  fir  He  tell  you  more  another  time. 
Go  too,  I  will  not  take  it  as  I  haue  done. 

Exit 

Mif.  Gou.  Nay,fhe  might  ftay  I  will  not  long  be  heere, 
To  trouble  her :  well  mailter  Barnes., 

I  am  fbrrie  that  it  was  our  happes  to  day,  *3o 

To  haue  our  pleafures  parted  with  this  fray, 
I  am  forrie  too  for  all  that  is  amiffe, 
Efpecially  that  you  are  moou'de  in  this. 
But  be  not  fo,  t'is  but  a  womans  iarre. 
Their  tongues  are  weapons,  words  there  blowes  of  war, 
T'was  but  a  while  we  buffetted  you  faw. 
And  each  of  vs  was  willing  to  withdraw. 
There  was  no  harme  nor  bloudfhed  you  did  fee ; 
Tufh,  feare  vs  not,  for  we  fhall  well  agree. 
I  take  my  leaue  fir,  come  kind  harted  man,  ^4° 

That  fpeakes  his  wife  fo  faire,  I  now  and  than, 
I  know  you  would  not  for  an  hundreth  pound, 
That  I  fhould  heare  your  voyces  churlifh  found. 

I  knowe 
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I  know  you  haiie  a  far  re  more  milder  tune 
Then  peace,  be  quiet  wife,  but  I  haue  done : 
Will  ye  go  home  ?  the  doore  directs  the  way, 
But  if  you  will  not,  my  dutie  is  to  flay. 

M.  Bar.  Ha,  ha,  why  heres  a  right  woman,  is  there  not  ? 
They  both  haue  din'de,  yet  fee  what  llomacks  they  haue. 

M.  Gou.  Well  mailter  Barnes.,  we  cannot  do  with  all,      ifo 
Let  vs  be  friends  Hill. 

M.  Bar.  O  maifler  Gourfef.,  the  mettell  of  our  minds, 
Hauing  the  temper  of  true  reafbn  in  them, 
AfFoorde  a  better  edge  of  argument. 
For  the  maintaine  of  our  familiar  loues. 
Then  the  fbft  leaden  wit  of  women  can. 
Wherefore  with  all  the  parts  of  neighbour  loue, 
I  impart  my  felfe  to  maifler  Gourfey. 

M.  Gou.    And  with  exchange  of  loue  I  do  receiue  it, 
Then  here  weell  part  partners  of  two  curfl  wiues.  i6o 

M.  Bar.  Oh  where  Ihall  wee  find  a  man  fb  blefl  that  is 
But  come,  your  bufinefle  and  my  home  affaires,  (not, 

Makes   me  deliuer  that  vnfriendly  word  mongfl  friends, 

M.  Gou.,  Twentie  farewels  fir.  (farewell. 

M.  Bar.  But  harke  ye  maifler  Gourfey^ 
Looke  ye  perfwade  at  home  as  I  will  do, 
What  man,  we  mull  not  alwaies  haue  them  foes. 

M.  Gou.  If  I  can  helpe  it. 

M.  Bar.  God  helpe,  God  helpe,  1^9 

Women  are  euen  vntoward  creatures  flil.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Philip  Francisand  his  hoy  from  howling.  •     Sc  a 

Phil.  Come   on  franke  Gourfey,  you  haue   had   good 
lucke  to  winne  the  game. 

Fran.  Why  tell  me,  ifl  not  good,  that  neuer  playd  be- 
fore vpon  your  greene. 

Phil.  T'is  good,  but  that  it  cofl  me  ten  good  crownes 
that  makes  it  worfe. 

Fran.  Let  it  not  greeue  thee  man,  come  ore  to  vs, 
We  will  deuife  fome  game  to  make  you  win 
Your  money  backe  againe  fweet  Philip.  280 

Phil. 
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And  that  fliall  be  ere  long  and  if  I  liue, 
But  tell  mee  Francis,  what  good  horfes  haue  yee  to  hunt 
this  Sommer  ? 

Fra.  Two  or  three  lades  or  {'o. 

Phil,  Be  they  but  lades  ? 

Fran.  No  faith  my  wag  firing  here 
Did  founder  one  the  laft  time  that  he  rid, 
The  befl  gray  Nag  that  euer  I  laid  my  leg  ouer. 

Bof.  You  meane  the  flea  bitten. 

Fran.  Good  fir  the  fame,  290 

Bof.  And  was  the  fame  the  beft  that  ere  you  rid  on  ? 

Fran.  I  was  it  fir.     Boy.  I  faith  it  was  not  fir, 

Fran.  No,  where  had  I  one  fb  good  ? 

Boy.  One  of  my  colour  and  a  better  too. 

Fran.  One  of  your  colour,  I  nere  remember  him,  one 
of  that  colour.        Boy  Or  of  that  complexron, 

Fran.  Whats  that  ye  call  complexion  in  a  horfe. 

Boy.  The  colour  fir. 

Fran.  Set  me  a  colour  on  your  ieft,  or  I  will ; 

Boy.  Nay  good  fir  hold  your  hands.  3°° 

Fran.  What,  fhal  we  haue  it .? 

Boy.  Why  fir  I  cannot  paint.     Fran.  Well  then,  I  can. 
and  I  Ihall  find  a  penfill  for  yee  fir. 

Boy.  Then  I  mufl  finde  the  table  if  you  do. 

Fran.  A  whorefen  barren  wicked  vrchen. 

Boy.  Looke  how  you  chafe,  you  would  be  angry  more 
if  I  fhould  tell  it  you. 

Fran.  Go  to.  He  anger  ye  and  if  you  do  not. 

Boy.  Why  fir,  the  horfe  that  I  do  meane, 
Hath  a  leg  both  flraight  and  cleane,  310 

That  hath  nor  fpauen  fplint  nor  flawe. 
But  is  the  befl  that  euer  ye  faw, 
A  pretie  rifing  knee  O  knee, 
It  is  as  round  as  round  may  be. 
The  full  flanke  makes  the  buttock  round, 
This  palfray  flandeth  on  no  ground, 

C  When 
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When  as  my  maifter's  on  her  backe, 

If  that  he  once  do  fay  but,  ticke  : 

And  if  he  pricke  her,  you  ftiall  fee 

Her  gallop  amaine,  (he  is  fo  free,  3*° 

And  if  he  giue  her  but  a  nod. 

She  thinkes  it  'is  a  riding  rod : 

And  if  hee'l  haue  her  foftly  go. 

Then  (he  trips  it  like  a  Doe, 

She  comes  fo  eafie  with  the  raine, 

A  twine  thred  turnes  her  backe  againe, 

And  truly  I  did  nere  fee  yet, 

A  horfe  play  proudlier  on  the  bit, 

My  maifter  with  good  managing, 

brought  her  firft  vnto  the  ring,  Uo 

He  likewife  taught  her  to  coraet, 

To  runne  and  fuddainlie  to  fet, 

Shee's  cunning  in  the  wilde  goole  race. 

Nay  (hee's  apt  to  euery  pace. 

And  to  prooue  her  colour  good, 

A  flea  enamourd  of  her  blood, 

Digd  for  chanels  in  her  necke. 

And  there  made  many  a  crimfbn  fpecke, 

I  thinke  theres  none  that  vfe  to  ride, 

But  can  her  pleafant  trot  abide,  34° 

She  goes  fb  euen  vpon  the  way, 

She  will  not  (tumble  in  a  day. 

And  when  my  maifler. 
Frafi.  What  do  I  ? 
Boy,  Nay  nothing  fir, 
Pfffl.  O  Fie  Fanh  fie, 

Nay,  nay,  your  reafbn  hath  no  iuftice  now, 

I  muft  needs  fay,  perfwade  him  firfl  to  fpeake, 

Then  chide  him  for  it,  tell  me  prettie  wag. 

Where  flands  this  prawncer,  in  what  Inne  or  ftable  ?         3  5  ^ 

Or  hath  thy  maifter  put  her  out  to  runne, 

Then  in  what  field,  what  champion  feeds  this  courier  ? 

This 
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This  well  paite  bonnie  ftccd  that  thou  fo  praifcft. 

Boy.  Faith  fir  I  thinke. 

Fran'.  Villaine,  what  do  ye  thinke  ? 

Boy.  I  thinke  that  you  fir  haue  bene  askt  by  many, 
But  yet  I  neuer  heard  that  ye  tolde  any, 

Fhil.  Well  boy,  then  I  will  adde  one  more  to  many, 
And  aske  thy  maifter  where  this  lennet  feeds : 
Come  Franke  tell  me,  nay  prethie  tell  me  Franke,  360 

My  good  horle-maifler  tell  me,  by  this  light 
I  will  not  fteale  her  from  thee :  if  I  do. 
Let  me  be  held  a  felone  to  thy  loue. 

Fran.  No  Phillip  no. 

Phil.  What,  wilt  thou  were  a  poynt  but  with  one  tag  ? 
Well  Francis  well,  I  fee  you  are  a  wag.     Enter  Comes. 
Com.  Swonds  where  be  thefe  timber  turners,  thefe  trowle 
the  bowles,  thefe  greene  men,  thefe. 

Fran.  What  what  fir  .? 

Comes.  Thefe  bowlers  fir.  370 

Fran.  Well  fir,  what  fay  you  to  bowlers  ? 

Comes.  Why  I  fay  they  cannot  be  faued. 

Fran.  Your  reafbn  fir } 

Com  Becaufe  they  throw  away  their  foules  at  euery 

Fran.  Their  foules,  how  meane  ye  ?  (marke 

Phil.  Sirra,  he  meanes  the  foule  of  the  bowle. 

Fran.  Lord  how  his  wit  holds  bias  like  a  bowle. 

Com.  Well,  which  is  the  bias .'' 

Fran.  This  next  to  you. 

Com.  Nay  turne  it  this  way,  then  the  bowle  goes  true.  380 

Boy.  Rub,  rub.       Com.  Why  rub  .? 

Boy.  Why  you  ouercafl  the  marke  and  miffe  the  way. 

Com.  Nay  boy  I  vfe  to  take  the  fay  reft  of  my  play. 

Phil.  Dicke  Comes  me  thinkes  th'art  verie  pleafant. 
When  gotft  thou  this  merrie  humor "? 
Com.  In  your  fathers  Seller,  the  merrieft  place  in  th'houfe 

Phil.  Then  you  haue  bene  carowfing  hard, 
Co.  Yes  faith,  t'is  our  cuftome  whe  your  fathers  men  and 
we  meete.  C  2  Phil.  Thou 
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Phil.  Thou  art  very  welcome  thither  Dicke.  19^ 

Com.  By  God  I  thanke  ye  fir,  I  thanke  ye  fir,  by  God  I 
haiie  a  quart  of  wine  for  ye  fir  in  any  place  of  the  world, 
there  fhall  not  a  feruingman  in  Barkejhire  fight  better  for 
ye  then  I  will  do,  if  you  haue  any  quarrell  in  hand,  you 
Ihall  haue  the  maiden-head  of  my  new  fword :  I  paide  a 
quarters  wages  for't  by  lefiis. 

Phil.,  Oh  this  meate-failer  Dicke, 
How  well  t'as  made  the  apparrell  of  his  wit. 
And  brought  it  into  faftiion  of  an  honor, 
Prethe  Dicke  Comes  but  tell  me  how  thou  doofl  ?  400 

Comes.  Faith  fir  like  a  poore  man  of  feruice. 

Phil.,  Or  feruingman. 

Comes,  Indeed  fb  called  by  the  vulgar, 

Phil,  Why  where  the  diuell  hadft  thou  that  word  ? 

Comes,  Oh  fir,  you  haue  the  mofl  eloquenfl  ale  in  the 
world,  our  blunt  ft)yle  affoords  none  fuch. 

Fran,  Philip  leaue  talking  with  this  dronken  foole, 
Say  firra  where's  my  father  ? 

Comes,  Marry  I  thanke  ye  for  my  very  good  cheare,  O 
Lord  it  is  not  fb  much  worth,  you  fee  I  am  bold  with  ye,  410 
Indeed  you  are  not  fo  bolde  as  welcome,  I  pray  ye  come 
oftner.  Truly  I  fhaU  trouble  ye,  aU  thefe  ceremonies  are 
difpatcht  between  them,  and  they  are  gone. 

Fran,  Are  they  fb  ? 

Comes,  I  before  God  are  they, 

Fran,  And  wherefore  came  not  you  to  call  me  then? 

Com,  Becaufe  I  was  loth  to  change  my  game. 

Fran,  What  game  ? 

Co,  You  were  at  one  fort  of  bowles,  as  I  was  at  another, 

Phil,  Sirra  he  meanes  the  buttrie  bowles  of  beere.  4*0 

Com,  By  God  fir  we  tickled  it, 

Fran,  Why  what  a  fwearing  keepes  this  drunken  affe, 
Canll  thou  not  fay  but  fweare  at  euery  word  ? 

Phil  Peace  do  not  marre  his  humour  prethie  Franke. 

Com,  Let  him  alone,  hee's  afpringall,  he  knows  not  what 
belongs  to  an  oath.  Fran,  Sirra 
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Fra.  Sirra,  be  quiet,  or  I  do  proteft, 

Comes.  Come,  come,  what  do  you  proteft  ? 

Fra.  By  heauen  to  crack  your  crowne. 

Comes.  To  crack  my  crowne,  I  lay  yee  a  crowne  of  that,      430 
Laye  it  downe  and  yee  dare : 
Nay  sbloud,  ile  venter  a  quarters  wages  of  that, 
Cracke  my  crowne  quoth  a? 

Fran.  Will  yee  not  yet  be  quiet,  will  yee  vrge  me  ? 

Comes.  Vrge  yee  with  a  pox,  who  vrges  yee? 
You  might  haue  laid  fo  much  to  a  clowne. 
Or  one  that  had  not  been  ore  the  fea  to  fee  fefhions, 
I  haue  I  tell  yee  true,  and  I  know  what  belongs  to  a  man, 
Crack  my  crowne  and  yee  can. 

Fra.  And  I  can  yee  ralcall.  44© 

¥hil.  Holde  haire  braine  holde, 
Doofl  thou  not  fee  hees  drunke  ? 

Comes.  Naye  let  him  come, 
Though  he  be  my  mailters  fonne,  I  am  my  maiilers  man, 
And  a  man  is  a  man  in  any  ground  of  England : 
Come,  and  he  dares,  a  comes  vpon  his  death, 
I  will  not  budge  an  inche:  no  sbloud  will  not. 

Fran.  Will  yee  not  ? 

P/6/7.  Stay  prithe  Franke,  Comes  dooft  thou  heere  ? 

Comes.  Heere  me  no  heeres,  4^^ 

Stand  away,  Ile  truft  none  of  you  all. 
If  I  haue  my  backe  again  ft  a  Cart  wheele, 
I  would  not  care,  if  the  diuell  came, 

Phil.  Why  yee  foole,  I  am  your  friend. 

Comes.  Foole  on  your  face,  I  haue  a  wife. 

Fra.  Shees  a  whore  then. 

Comes.   Shees  as  honeft  as  Nan  Lawfon. 

P/6/7.  Whatsfhe? 

Comes.  One  of  his  whores. 

Phil.  Why  hath  he  fo  many?  460 

Comes.  I  as  many  as  there  be  Churches  in  London. 
Phil.  Why  thats  a  hundred  and  nine. 

C    3  Bof.  B'aith 
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Boy.  Faith  he  lyes  a  hundred. 

Fliil.  Then  thou  art  a  witnefle  to  nine. 

Boy.  No  by  God,  lie  be  witnefle  to  none : 

Comes.  Now  do  I  Hand  like  the  George  at  Colbrooke. 

Boy.  No  thou  llandft  like  the  Bull  at  S.  Albones. 

Comes.  Boy  yee  lye  the  homes. 

Boy.  The  Bui's  bitten,  lee  how  he  buts. 

Tbil.  Comes.,  Comes.,  put  vp,  my  friend  &  thou  art  friends.  470 

Comes.  He  heere  him  lay  fo  firft, 

Fhil.  Franke  prethe  do,  be  friends  and  tell  him  {b. 

Fra.  Goe  to,  I  am. 

Boy.  Put  vp  fir,  and  yee  be  a  man  put  vp. 

Comes.  I  am  eafily  perfwaded  boye. 

Phil.  Ah  yee  mad  flaue. 

Comes.  Come,  come,  a  couple  of  whore-maiflers  I  found 
yee,  and  fb  I  leaue  yee.  Fxit. 

Phil.  Loe  Franke  dooft  thou  not  fee  hee's  drunke. 
That  twits  me  with  thy  difpofition  ?  480 

Fran.  What  difpofition  ? 

Phil.  Nan  Lawfon,  Nan  Lawfbn.  Fra.  Nay  then. 

Phi.  Goe  to  yee  wag,  tis  well, 
If  euer  yee  get  a  wife,  I  faith  He  tell, 
Sirra  at  home  we  haue  a  Seruingman, 
Hees  not  humord  bluntly  as  Comes  is. 
Yet  his  condition  makes  me  often  merry. 
He  tell  thee  firra,  hees  a  fine  neat  fellow, 
A  fpruce  flaue,  I  warrant  yee,  heele  haue, 
His  Cruell  garters  crolle  about  the  knee,  .  4^0 

His  woollen  hofe,  as  white  as  the  driuen  fnowe. 
His  fhooes  dry  Leather  neat,  and  tyed  with  red  ribbins, 
A  Nofegay  bound  with  laces  in  his  Hat, 
Bridelaces  fir  his  hat,  and  all  greene  hat. 
Greene  couerlet,  for  fuch  a  grafl^  greene  wit, 
The  Goofe  that  grafeth  on  the  greene,  quoth  he, 
May  I  eate  on,  when  you  fhall  buryed  be, 
All  Prouerbes  is  his  fpeech,  hee's  Prouerbs  all. 

Fran. 
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Fra.  Why  fpeakes  he  Prouerbes  ? 

Fhil.  Becaufe  he  would  fpeake  trueth,  500 

And  prouerbes  youle   confefle,  are  ould  faid  fbotli. 

Fran.  I  like  this  well,  and  one  day  I  will  fee  him. 
But  fhall  we  part  ? 

P/6/7.  Not  yet.  He  bring  yee  fbmwhat  on  your  way. 
And  as  we  go,  betweene  your  boye  and  you. 
He  know  where  that  braue  Praunfer  (lands  at  leuery. 

Fran.  Come,  come,  you  fhall  not. 

Philip.  I  faith  I  will.  Exeunt. 

Enter  maijier  Barnes  and  his  wife.  Sc  m 

M.  Bar.  Wife  in  my  minde,  to  day  you  were  to  blame, 

Although  my  patience  did  not  blame  yee  for  it :  511 

Me  thought  the  rules  of  loue  and  neighbourhood, 

Did  not  direct  your  thoughts,  all  indirect 

Were  your  proceedings,  in  the  enterteine 

Of  them  that  I  inuited  to  my  houfe. 

Nay  flay,  I  doe  not  chide  but  counfell  wife, 

And  in  the  mildeft  manner  that  I  may. 

You  neede  not  view  me  with  a  feruants  eye, 

Whole  vaflailes  fences  tremble  at  the  looke 

Of  his  difpleafed  maiiler,  O  my  wife,  510 

You  are  my  felfe,  when  felfe  fees  fault  in  felfe. 

Selfe  is  linne  obflinate,  if  felfe  amend  not, 

Indeed  I  fawe  a  fault  in  thee  my  felfe, 

And  it  hath  fet  a  foyle  vpon  thy  fame. 

Not  as  the  foile  doqth  grace  the  Diamond. 

Mif.  Bar.  What  fault  fir  did  you  fee  in  me  to  day  r 
M.  Bar.  O  do  not  fet  the  organ  of  thy  voice, 

On  fuch  a  grunting  key  of  difcontent : 

Do  not  deforme  the  beautie  of  thy  toung. 

With  fuch  mifhapen  anfwers,  rough  wrathfull  words       U^ 

Are  baftards  got  by  rafhnes  in  the  thoughts, 

Faire  demeanors,  are  Vertues  nuptiall  babes, 

The  off-fpring,  of  the  well  inllructed  foule, 

O  let 
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O  let  them  call  thee  mother,  then  my  wife. 
So  leeme  not  barren  of  good  courtelie. 

Mif.  Bar.  So,  haue  yee  done  ? 

M.  Bar.  I,  and  I  had  done  well, 
If  you  would  do,  what  I  aduile  for  well, 

Mf.  Bar.  Whats  that  ? 
M.  Bar.  Which  is,  that  you  would  be  good  friends  with  H"* 

miflreile  Gourfey. 

Mif.  Bar.  With  miftrefle  Gourfey. 

M  Bar.  I  fweete  wife. 

Mif.  Bar.  Not  fb  iweete  husband. 

M.  Bar.  Could  you  but  fhew  me  any  grounded  caufe. 

M  f.  Bar.  The  grouded  caufe,  I  ground  becaufe  I  wil  not 

M.  Bar.  Your  will  hath  little  reafbn  then  I  thinke.  \ 

Mif  Bar.  Yes  fir,  my  reafbn  equalleth  my  will. 

M.  Bar.  Lets  heere  your  reafbn,  for  your  will  is  great. 

^//:  ^^r;  Why  for  I  will  not.  jjo 

M^  Bar.  Is  all  your  reafon,  for  I  will  not  wife, 
Now  by  my  foule  I  held  yee  for  more  wife, 

Difcreete,  and  of  more  temprature  in  fence,  ■; 

Then  in  a  fullen  humor  to  affect,  ' 

That  womens  will  borne  common  fcholler  phrafe. 
Oft  haue  I  heard  a  timely  married  girle. 
That  newly  left  to  call  her  mother  mam. 
Her  father  Dad,  but  yefter  day  come  from, 
Thats  my  good  girle,  God  fend  thee  a  good  husband. 
And  now  being  taught  to  fpeake  the  name  of  husband,      ytfo 
Will  when  fhe  would  be  wanton  in  her  will, 

If  her  husband  askt  her  why,  fay  for  I  will, '  '■, 

Haue  I  chid  men  for  vnmanly  choife  ?        '  | 

That  would  not  fit  their  yeares,  haue  I  feene  thee 
Pupell  fuch  greene  young  things,  and  with  thy  counfell 
Tutor  their  wits,  and  art  thou  now  infected,  ' 

With  this  difeafe  of  imperfection, 
I  blufh  for  thee,  alhamed  at  thy  fhame. 

Mif  Bar.  A  fhame  on  her,  that  makes  thee  rate  me  fo. 

M.  Bar. 
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M.  Bar.  O  black  mouthd  rage,  thy  breath  is  boyfterous,  570 

And  thou  makft  vertue  fhake  at  this  high  Ilorrae. 
Shees  of  good  report,  I  know  thou  knowit  it. 

Mif.  Bar.  She  is  not,  nor  I  know  not,  but  I  know 
That  thou  dooft  loue  her,  therefore  thinkft  her  fo. 
Thou  bearfl  with  her,  becaufe  (he  beares  with  thee ; 
Thou  maifl  be  afhamed  to  Hand  in  her  defence, 
She  is  a  {trumpet,  and  thou  art  no  honeft  man 
To  ftand  in  her  defence  againlt  thy  wife  : 
If  I  catch  her  in  my  walke  now  by  Cockes  bones, 
lie  fcratch  out  both  her  eyes.  580 

M.  Bar.  O  God ! 

Mif.  Bar.  Nay  neuer  fay  O  God  for  the  matter, 
Thou  art  the  caufe,  thou  badlt  her  to  my  houfe, 
Onely  to  bleare  the  eyes  of  Gourjie,  didfl  not  ? 
But  I  will  fend  him  word  I  warrant  thee, 
And  ere  I  fleepe  to,  truft  vpon  it  fir.  Exit. 

M.  Bar.  Me  thinkes  this  is  a  mightie  fault  in  her, 
I  could  be  angrie  with  her  :  O  if  I  be  fo, 
I  fhall  but  put  a  Linke  vnto  a  Torche, 

And  fo  giue  greater  light  to  fee  her  fault :  jjo 

He  rather  fmother  it  in  melancholly, 
Nay,  wifdome  bids  me  fhunne  that  palTion. 
Then  I  will  ftudie  for  a  remedie, 
I  haue  a  daughter,  now  heauen  inuocate, 
She  be  not  of  like  fpiritas  her  mother. 
If  fo,  fheel  be  a  plague  vnto  her  husband. 
If  that  he  be  not  pacient  and  difcreete, 
For  that  I  hold  the  eafe  of  all  fuch  trouble. 
Well,  well,  I  would  my  daughter  had  a  husband, 
For  I  would  fee  how  ihe  would  demeane  her  felfe  ^oo 

In  that  eftate,  it  may  be  ill  enough, 
And  fo  God  fhall  helpe  me,  well  remembred  now, 
Franke  Gourfey  is  his  fathers  fonne  and  heyre. 
A  youth  that  in  my  heart  I  haue  good  hope  on. 
My  fences  fay  a  match,  my  foule  applaudes 
The  motion  :  O  but  his  lands  are  great, 
Hee  will  looke  hygh,  why  I  will  Itraine  my  felfe. 

D  To 
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To  make  her  dowrie  equall  with  his  land. 

Good  faith  and  twere  a  match,  'twould  be  a  meanes 

To  make  their  mothers  friends :  He  call  my  daughter,  6io 

To  fee  how  Ihees  difpofd  to  marriage : 

Mall^  where  are  yee  ? 

Enter  Mall.. 

Mall.  Father,  heere  I  am.    M.  Bar.  Where  is  your  mother  ? 

Mall.  I  faw  her  not  forfooth,  fince  you  and  llie 
Went  walking  both  together  to  the  garden. 

M.  Bar.  Dooft  thou  heere  me  girle?  I  mull  difpute  with  thee, 

Mall.  Father,  the  quelHon  then  mull  not  be  hard, 
For  I  am  very  weake  in  argument. 

M.  Bar.  Well,  this  it  is,  I  fay  tis  good  to  marry.  6xo 

Mall.  And  this  lay  I,  tis  not  good  to  marry. 

M.  Bar.  Were  it  not  good,  then  all  men  would  not  marry. 
But  now  they  do. 

Mall.  Marry  not  all,  but  it  is  good  to  marry. 

M.  Bar.  Is  it  both  good  and  bad,  how  can  this  be  } 

Mall.  Why  it  is  good  to  them  that  marry  well, 
To  them  that  marry  ill,  no  greater  hell, 

M.  Bar.  If  thou  mightfl  marry  well,  wouldll  thou  agree? 

Mall.  I  cannot  tell,  heauen  muft  appoint  for  me. 

M.  Bar.  Wenche  I  am  lludying  for  thy  good  indeed,  6io 

Mall.  My  hopes  and  dutie,  wifh  your  thoughts  good  fpeed. 

M.  Bar.  But  tell  me  wenche,  hall  thou  a  minde  to  marry  : 

Mall.  This  quellion  is  too  hard  for  bafhfiilnefle, 
And  Father,  now  yee  pofe  my  modeilie, 
I  am  a  maide,  and  when  yee  aske  me  thus, 
I  like  a  maide  mull  blulhe,  looke  pale  and  wan. 
And  then  looke  pale  againe,  for  we  change  colour,  J 

As  our  thoughts  change,  with  true  fac'te  paflion 
Of  modell  maidenhead,  I  could  adorne  me. 

And  to  your  quellion,  make  a  fbber  curfey,  ^40 

And  with  clofe  dipt  ciuilitie  be  lilent, 
Or  els  fay  no  forfooth,  or  I  forfooth. 
If  I  fayd  no  forfooth,  I  lyed  forfoorth. 
To  lye  vpon  my  felfe  were  deadly  linne. 
Therefore  I  will  fpeake  trueth  and'fhame  the  diuell. 
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Father,  when  firft  I  heard  yee  name  a  husband. 

At  that  fame  very  name,  my  (pirits  quickned, 

Dilpaire  before  had  kild  them,  they  were  dead, 

Becaufe  it  was  my  hap  Co  long  to  tarry, 

I  was  perfwaded  I  fhould  neuer  marry.  650 

And  fitting  fbwing  thus  vpon  the  ground, 

I  fell  in  traunce  of  meditation, 

But  comming  to  my  felfe,  O  Lord  faid  I, 

Shall  it  be  fo,  mult  I  vnmarryed  dye? 

And  being  angrie  Father,  farther  faid. 

Now  by  faint  Anne,  I  will  not  dye  a  maide. 

Good  faith,  before  I  camt  to  this  ripe  groath, 

I  did  accufe  the  labouring  time  of  floath. 

Me  thought  the  yeere  did  runne  but  flowe  about, 

For  I  thought  each  yeere  ten  I  was  without,  660 

Being  fbreteene,  and  toward  the  tother  yeere : 

Good  Lord  thought  I,  lifteene  will  nere  be  heere. 

For  I  haue  heard  my  mother  fay,  that  then 

Prittie  maides,  were  fit  for  handfome  men, 

Fifteene  pafl,  fixeteene,  and  feuenteene  too. 

What,  thought  I,  will  not  this  husband  do  ? 

Will  no  man  marry  me,  haue  men  forfworne. 

Such  beauty  and  fuch  youth  ?  fhall  youth  be  worne 

As  rich  mens  gownes,  more  with  age  then  vfe  ? 

Why  then  I  let  reftrained  fanfie  loofe,  670 

And  bad  it  gaze  for  pleafure :  then  loue  fwore  me 

To  do  what  ere  my  mother  did  before  me. 

Yet  in  good  faith,  I  haue  beene  very  loath, 

But  now  it  lyes  in  you  to  faue  my  oath : 

If  I  {hall  haue  a  husband,  get  him  quickly, 

For  maides  that  weres  Corke  (hooes,  may  ffcep  awrie. 

M.  Bar.  Beleeue  me  wench,  I  do  not  apprehend  thee. 
But  for  this  pleafant  anfwere  do  commend  thee: 
I  muffc  confefle,  loue  dooth  thee  mightie  wrong, 
But  I  will  fee  thee  haue  thy  right  ere  long,  ^^° 

I  know  a  young  man,  whom  I  holde  moit  fit, 
To  haue  thee,  both  for  liuing  and  for  wit, 
I  will  eoe  write  about  it  prefently.  Exit. 
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Mall.  Good  father  do,  0  God  me  thinkes  I  fhould 
Wife  it  as  fine  as  any  woman  could: 
I  could  carry  a  porte  to  be  obayde. 
Carry  a  maiftering  eye  vpon  my  maide, 
With  minion  do  your  bufinefle  or  He  make  yee, 
And  to  all  houfe  authoritie  betake  me. 

O  God  would  I  were  marryed,  by  my  troth,  ^9° 

But  if  I  be  not,  I  fweare  He  keepe  my  oath. 
Enter  Mif.  Ba.  How  now  minion,  wherhaue  you  bin  gadding? 

Mall.  Forfboth  my  father  called  me  foorth  to  him. 

Mif.  Bar.  Your  father,  and  what  faid  he  too  yee  I  pray  .f* 

Mall.  Nothing  forfooth. 

Mif.  Bar.  Nothing  :  that  cannot  be,  Ibmething  he  faid, 

Mall.  I  fbmthing,  that  as  good  as  nothing  was. 

Mif.  Bar.  Come  let  me  heare,  that  fomthing  nothing  then. 

Mall.  Nothing  but  of  a  husband  for  me  mother. 

Mif.  Bar.  A  husband, that  was  fomthing,  but  what  husband?  700 

Mall.  Nay  faith  I  know  not  mother,  would  I  did. 

Mif.  Bar.  I  would  yee  did,  I  faith  are  yee  fo  hallie  ? 

Mall.  Haftie  mother,  why  how  olde  am  I  ? 

Mif.  Bar.  Tooyoungtomarry.  Mall.  Nay  by  themalleyelie. 
Mother,  how  olde  were  you  when  you  did  marry  ? 

Mij.  Bar.  How  olde  fo  ere  I  was,  yet  you  fhall  tarry. 

Mall.  Then  the  worfe  for  me,  harke  Mother  harke. 
The  Prieft  forgets  that  ere  he  was  a  Clarke, 
When  you  were  at  my  yeares,  He  holde  my  life, 
Your  minde  was  to  change  maidenhead  for  wife.  710 

Pardon  me  mother,  I  am  of  your  minde. 
And  by  my  troth  I  take  it  but  by  kinde. 

Mif.  Bar.  Do  yee  heare  daughter,  you  (hall  ftaye  my  leafure. 

Mai.  Do  you  heare  mother,  would  you  ftay  from  pleafure. 
When  yee  haue  minde  to  it  ?  go  to  there's  no  wrong 
Like  this,  to  let  maides  lye  alone  fo  long. 
Lying  alone  they  mufe  but  in  their  beddes. 
How  they  might  loofe  their  long  kept  maiden  heads, 
This  \^  the  caufe  there  is  fo  many  fcapes. 

For  women  that  are  wife,  will  not  lead  Apes  720 

In  hell,  I  tell  yee  mother  I  fay  true, 
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Therefore  come  husband,  maiden  head  adew.  Exit. 

Mtf.  Bar.  Well  lultie  guts,  I  meane  to  make  ye  flay, 
And  fet  fome  rubbes  in  your  mindes  fmothefl  nay. 

Enter  Philip.  (walking  ? 

Phil.  Mother.     Mif.  How  now  lirra,  where  haue  ye  bee ne 

Phil.  Ouer  the  medes  halfe  way  to  Milton  mother, 
To  beare  my  friend  Franke  Gourfey  companie. 

Mif.  Bar.  Wher's  your  blew  coate,  your  fword  &  buckler  fir? 
Get  you  fucli  like  habite  for  a  feruingman,  75° 

If  you  will  waight  vpon  the  brat  q1  Gourfey. 

Phil.  Mother,  that  you  are  moou'd  this  makes  mee  wonder, 
when  I  departed  I  did  leaue  ye  friends, 
What  vndigefted  iarre  hath  fince  betided  ? 

Mif.  Bar.  Such  as  almofl  doth  choake  thy  mother  boy. 
And  Itifles  her  with  the  conceit  of  it, 
I  am  abufde  my  fonne  by  Gourfey s  wife. 

Phil.  By  mif  Ire  fie  Gourfiel 

Mif  Bar.  Miflrefle  flurt,  you  foule  flrumpet. 
Light  aloue,  fhorte  heeles,  miftrefle  Gourfey.^  740 

Call  her  againe  and  thou  wert  better  no. 

Phil.  O  my  deare  mother  haue  fome  patience, 

Mif  Bar.  I  fir  haue  patience,  and  fee  your  fether 
To  rifle  vp  the  treafure  of  my  loue, 
And  play  the  fpendthrift  vpon  fuch  an  harlot } 
This  fame  will  make  me  haue  patience,  will  it  not  ? 

Phil.  This  fame  is  womens  mofl  impatience. 
Yet  mother  I  haue  often  heard  ye  fay, 
That  you  haue  found  my  father  temperate, 
And  euer  free  from  fuch  affections.  7  Jo 

Mif  Bar.  I,  tell  my  too  much  loue  did  glut  his  thoughts. 
And  make  him  feek  for  change.     Phil.  O  change  your  minde. 
My  father  beares  more  cordiall  loue  to  you.  (me. 

Mif  Bar.  Thou  liefl,thou  liefl:,for  he  loues  Gourfey  swlk.,  not 

Phil.  Now  I  fweare  mother  you  are  much  too  blame, 
I  durft  be  fworne  he  loues  you  as  his  foule. 

Mif  Bar.  Wilt  thou  be  pampered  by  affection  ^ 
Will  nature  teach  thee  fuch  vildc  periurie "? 
Wilt  thou  be  fworne,  I  fbrlorne,  careleilc  boy  ? 
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And  if  thou  fwearil,  I  fay  he  loues  me  not.  7^0 

Phil  He  loues  ye  but  too  well  I  fweare, 
Vnlefle  ye  knewe  much  better  how  to  vfe  him. 

Mif.  Bar.  Doth  he  fo  fir  ?  thou  vnnaturall  boy, 
Too  well  fayeft  thou,  that  word  fhall  coft  the  fomewhat, 

0  monllrous,  haue  I  brought  thee  vp  to  this  ? 
Too  well:  o  vnkinde,  wicked  and  degenerate, 
Hall  thou  the  heart  to  fay  fo  of  thy  mother  ? 
Well,  God  will  plague  thee  fort,  I  warrant  thee. 
Out  on  thee  villaine,  fie  vpon  thee  wretch. 

Out  of  my  light,  out  of  my  fight  I  fay.  770 

Phil.  This  ay  re  is  pleafant,  and  doth  pleafe  me  well. 

And  here  I  will  flay, 

Mif.  Bar.  Wilt  thou  flubborne  villaine  ?  Enter  M.  Bar. 

M.  Bar.  How  now,  whats  the  matter  ? 

Mif.  Bar.  Thou  fetfl  thy  fbnne  to  fcoffe  and  mocke  at  mee, 

Ifl  not  fliihcient  I  am  wrongd  of  thee  ? 

But  he  mufl  be  an  agent  to  abufe  me, 

Mufl  I  be  flibiect  to  my  cradle  too  ?  O  God,  o  God  amend  it. 
M.  Bar.  Why  how  now  Phillips  is  this  true  my  fonne .' 
Phil.  Deare  father  fhe  is  much  impatient :  780 

Nere  let  that  hand  ailifl  me  in  my  need, 

If  I  more  faid,  then  that  fhe  thought  amifle. 

To  thinke  that  you  were  fb  licentious  giuen. 

And  thus  much  more,  when  fhe  inferd  it  more, 

1  fwore  an  oath  you  lou'de  her  but  too  well. 
In  that  as  guiltie  I  do  hold  my  felfe. 

Now  that  I  come  to  more  confiderate  triall, 
I  know  my  fault,  I  fhould  haue  borne  with  her. 
Blame  me  for  rafhnefl^,  then  not  for  want  of  dutie, 

M.  Bar.  I  do  abfolue  thee,  and  come  hether  Philip,  790 

I  haue  writ  a  letter  vnto  maifler  Gourfey, 
And  I  will  tell  thee  the  contents  thereof. 
But  tell  me  firfl,  thinkfl  thou  Franke  Gourfey  loues  thee  ? 

Phil.  If  rhat  a  man  denoted  to  a  man, 
Loyall,  religious,  in  loues  hallowed  vowes, 
If  that  a  man  that  is  foule  labourfome, 
To  worke  his  owne  thoughts  to  his  friends  delight, 
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M  y  purchale  good  opinion  with  his  friend, 

Then  I  may  fay,  I  haue  done  this  fo  well, 

That  I  may  thinke  Franke  Gourfey  loues  me  well  800 

M.  Bar.  Tis  well,  and  I  am  much  deceiued  in  him, 
And  if  he  be  not  fober,  wile,  and  valiant. 

Phil.  I  hope  my  father  takes  me  for  thus  wife, 
I  will  not  glew  my  felfe  in  louc  to  one 
That  hath  not  fome  defert  of  vertue  in  him. 
What  ere  you  thinke  of  him,  beleeue  me  father, 
He  will  be  anfwerable  to  your  thoughts. 
In  any  qualitie  commendable. 

M.  Bar.  Thou  chearft  my  hopes  in  him,  and  in  good  faith, 
Thauit  made  my  loue  complete  vnto  thy  friend,  8io 

Philip  I  loue  him,  and  I  loue  him  fo, 
I  could  affoorde  him  a  good  wife  I  know. 

Phil.  Father,  a  wife  ?     M.  Bar.  Phillip  a  wife. 
Phil.  I  lay  my  life  my  filler.       M.  Bar.  I  in  good  faith. 
Phil.  Then  father  he  fhall  haue  her,  he  fhall  I  fweare. 
M.  Bar.  How  canft  thou  fay  fo,  knowing  not  his  minde  .^ 
Phil.  Als  one  for  that,  I  will  go  to  him  ftraight, 
Father  if  you  would  feeke  this  feuen  yeares  day. 
You  could  not  find  a  fitter  match  for  her, 

And  he  fhall  haue  her,  I  fweare  he  fhall,  (him.  810 

He  were  as  good  be  hanged  as  once  deny  her,  I  faith  lie  to 

M.  Bar.  Hayrebraine,  hayrebraine  flay, 
As  yet  we  do  not  know  his  fathers  minde. 
Why  what  will  maifler  Gourfey  fay  my  fonne. 
If  we  fhould  motion  it  without  his  knowledge? 
Go  to,  hees  a  wife  and  difcreet  Gentleman, 
And  that  expects  from  me  all  honefl  parts, 
Nor  fhall  he  faile  his  expectation, 
Firft  I  do  meane  to  make  him  priuie  to  it, 
Phillip  this  letter  is  to  that  effect.  830 

Phil,  Father,  for  Gads  fake  fend  it  quickly  then. 
He  call  your  man,  what  Hugh,  wheres  Hugh,  there  ho, 

M.  Bar.  Phillip  if  this  would  prooue  a  match.  It  were  the 
only  means  that  could  be  found.  To  make  thy  mother  friends 
with  Mif  Gou.    Phil.  How  a  match  ?  He  warrant  ye  a  match. 

My 
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My  filler's  faire,  Franke  Gourfie  he  is  rich, 

His  dowrie  too  will  be  fufficient, 

Franke  s  young,  and  youth  is  apt  to  loue, 

And  by  my  troth  my  filters  maiden  head 

Stands  like  a  game  at  tennis,  if  the  ball  840 

Hit  into  the  hole  or  hazard,  fare  well  all. 

Mif.  Bar.  How  now,  w here's  Hugh  ?  {Hugh  ? 

Phil.  Why  what  doth  this  prouerbial  with  vs,  why  where's 

M.  Bar.  Peace,  peace,    Phil.  Where's  Hugh  I  fay  ? 

M.  Bar.  Be  not  fo  haftie  Philip. 

Phil.  Father  let  me  alone, 
I  do  it  but  to  make  my  felfe  fome  fport. 
This  formall  foole  your  man  fpeakes  nought  but  prouerbs, 
And  fpeake  men  what  they  can  to  him,  hee'l  anfwere 
With  fome  rime,  rotten  fentence,  or  olde  faying,  8jo 

Such  fpokes  as  the  ancient  of  the  parifh  vfe, 
With  neighbour  tis  an  olde  prouerbe  and  a  true, 
Goofe  giblets  are  good  meate,  old  facke  better  then  new : 
Then  faies  another,  neighbour  that  is  true. 
And  when  each  man  hath  drunke  his  gallon  round, 
A  penny  pot,  for  thats  the  olde  mans  gallon, 
Then  doth  he  licke  his  lippes  and  flroke  his  beard, 
Thats  glewed  together  with  his  flauering  droppes 
Of  yeltie  ale,  and  when  he  fcarce  can  trim, 
His  goutie  fingers,  thus  hee'l  phillip  it,  %6o 

And  with  a  rotten  hem  fay  hey  my  hearts, 
Merrie  go  forrie  cocke  and  pye  my  hearts. 
But  then  their  fauing  pennie  prouerbe  comes. 
And  that  is  this :  they  that  will  to  the  wine, 
Berladie  miftrefle  fhall  lay  their  pennie  to  mine, 
This  was  one  of  this  penny-fathers  baftards. 
For  on  my  life  he  was  neuer  begot. 
Without  the  confent  of  fome  great  prouerb-monger. 

M.  Bar.  O  ye  are  a  wag, 

Phil.  Well,  now  vnto  my  bufineffe,  870 

Swounds  will  that  mouth  thats  made  of  old  fed  fawes, 
And  nothing  elfe,  fay  nothing  to  vs  now  ? 

Nich.  O  maifler  Philip  forbeare,  you  muft  not  leape  ouer 
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the  ftile  before  you  come  at  it,  halle  makes  walle,  fofte  fire 
makes  fweete  malt,  not  too  fait  for  falling,  there's  no  haft  to 
hang  true  men. 

Phil.  Father  we  ha'te,  ye  fee  we  ha'te,  now  will  I  fee  if  my 
memorie  will  ferue,  for  fome  prouerbs  too.  O  a  painted  cloath 
were  as  wel  worth  a  fhilling,  as  a  theefe  woorth  a  halter :  wel, 
after  my  heartie  commendations  as  I  was  at  the  making  here-  880 
of,  fo  it  is,  that  I  hope  as  you  fpeed,  fo  you're  fare  a  fwih  horfe 
will  tier,  but  he  that  trottes  eafilic  will  indure,  you  hauc  moft 
learnedly  prouerbde  it,  commending  thevertuc  of  patience  or 
forbearance,  but  yet  you  knowe  forbearance  is  no  q^uit- 
tance. 

Nkh.  I  promife  ye  maifter  Philip  you  hauc  fpoken  as  true 

Phil.  Father,  theres  a  prouetbe  well  applied.         (as  fteele. 

Nich.  And  it  feemeth  vnto  me,  I  it  feemes  to  me^,  that  you 
maifter  Phillip  mocke  me,  do  you  not  know  qui  mocat  fnoca- 
bitur.,  mocke  age  and  fe  how  it  will  profper?  890 

Phil.  Why  ye  whorefon  prouerb-booke  bound  vp  in  follio, 
Haue  ye  no  other  fence  to  anfwere  me, 
But  euery  word  a  prouerbe,  no  other  Englifh  ? 
Well,  He  fulfill  a  prouerb  on  thee  ftraight. 

Nich.  What  is  it  fir .? 

Phil.  He  fetch  my  fift  from  thine  eare. 

Nich.  Beare  witnefle  he  threatens  me. 

Phil.  Father  that  fame  is  the  cowards  common  prouerbe. 
But  come,  come  firra,  tell  me  where  Hugh  is  ? 

Nich.  I  may  and  I  will,  I  need  not  except  I  lift,  you  ftiall  900 
not  commaund  me,  you  giue  me  neither  meate,  drinke,  nor 
wages,  I  am  your  fathers  man,  &  a  man's  a  ma  &  a  haue  but  a 
hole  on  his  bed,  do  not  mifufe  me  fo,  do  not,  for  thogh  he  that 
is  bound  mult  obay,  yet  he  that  wil  not  tarrie  may  runne  away 
fo  he  may. 

M.  Bar.  Peace  Niche,  He  fee  hee  fliall  vfe  thee  well. 
Go  to  peace  firra,  here  Nicke  take  this  letter, 
Carrie  it  to  him  to  whom  it  is  directed. 

Nich.  To  whom  is  it  ? 

M.  Bar.  Why  reade  it,  canft  thou  read.?  9'^ 

Nich.  Forfooth  though  none  of  the  belt,  yet  meanly: 

E  M.  Bar  Why 
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M.  Bar.  Why  doofl  thou  not  vfe  it  ? 

Nic.  Forfooth  as  vfe  makes  perfectnes,  fo  feldome  feene 
is  foone  forgotten. 

M.  Bar.  Well  faid,  but  go,  it  is  to  maifler  Gourfey, 

Phil.  Now  fir,  what  prouerb  haue  ye  to  deliuer  a  letter  ? 

Nkh.  What  need  you  to  care  ?  who  fpeakes  to  you  ?  you 
may  fpeake  when  ye  are  fpoken  to,  and  keepe  your  winde  to 
coole  your  pottage :  well  well,  you  are  my  maillers  fonne  and 
you  looke  for  his  lande,  but  they  that  hope  for  dead  mens  910 
fhooes,  may  hap  go  barefoote :  take  heed,  as  foone  goes  the 
yong  fheep  to  the  pot  as  the  olde.  I  pray  God  faue  my  Mai- 
mers life,  for  fildome  comes  the  better.  ^ 

Phil.  O  he  hath  giuen  it  me :  farewell  prouerbes. 

Nich.  Farewell  froll. 

Phil,  fhall  I  fling  an  olde  fhooe  after  ye? 

Nich.  No,  you  fhould  fay  God  fend  faire  weather  after  me, 

Phil.  I  meane  for  good  lucke.  £xit. 

Nich.  A  good  lucke  on  ye. 

M.  Bar.  Alas  poore  foole,  hee  vfes  al  his  wit,  930 

Phillip  infaith  this  mirth  hath  cheered  thought. 
And  culfend  it  of  hiaright  play  of  paflion, 
Go  after  Nick,  and  when  thou  thinkfl  hees  there, 
Go  in  and  vrge  to  that  which  I  haue  writ, 
Ilein  thefe  meddowes  make  a  cerckling  walke. 
And  in  my  meditation  coniure  fo. 
As  that  fome  fend  of  thought  felfe-eating  anger, 
fhall  by  my  fpels  of  treafon  vanifh  quite 
Away,  and  let  me  heare  from  thee  to  night 

Phil.  To  night,  yes  that  you  fhal,  but  harke  ye  father,  940 

Looke  that  you  my  filter  waking  keepe, 
For  Franke  I  fweare  fhall  kifle  her  ere  I  fleepe. 

Exeunt. 
Enter  Franke  and  Boy.  Sc.  iv 

Frank.  I  am  very  drie  with  walking  ore  the  greene, 
Butler  fome  beere,  firra  call  the  Butler. 
Bof.  Nay  faith  fir,  we  muft  haue  fome  fmith  to  giue  the  butler 
A  drench,  or  cut  him  in  the  forehead,  for  he  hath  got 
A  horfes  defeafe,  namely  the  flaggers,  to  night  hees  a  good 

Huf\vife, 
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Hufwife,  he  reeles  al  that  he  wrought  to  day,  and  he  were  good  950 
Now  to  play  at  dice,  for  he  caftes  excellent  well. 

Fran.  How  meanfl  thou,  is  he  drunke  ? 

Boy.  I  cannot  tell,  but  I  am  fiire  he  hath  more  liquor  in  him 
Then  a  whole  dicker  of  hydes,  hees  fockt  throughly  I  faith. 

Fran.  Wei,  go  and  call  him,  bid  him  bring  me  drinke. 

Boy.  I  will  iir.  Exit. 

Fran.  My  mother  powtes  and  will  looke  merrily. 
Neither  vpon  my  father  nor  on  me. 
He  faies  fhe  fell  out  with  miflrefle  Barnes  to  day, 
Then  I  am  fure  they'l  not  be  quickly  friends,  960 

Good  Lord  what  kind  of  creatures  women  are?    f 
Their  loue  is  lightly  wonne  and  lightly  loft,       | 
And  then  their  hate  is  deadly  and  extreame. 
He  that  doth  take  a  wife,  betakes  himfelfe 
To  all  the  cares  and  troubles  of  the  world. 
Now  her  difquietnefte  doth  greeue  my  father, 
Greeues  me,  and  troubles  all  the  houfe  befides. 
What,  (hall  I  haue  fome  drinke  ?  how  now  a  home  ? 
Belike  the  drunken  knaue  is  falne  a  fleepe. 
And  now  the  boy  doth  wake  him  with  his  home:  9'° 

How  now  firra,  w  he  res  the  butler } 

Knt.  Boy.  Marie  fir,  where  he  was  euen  now  a  fleepe,  but  I 
wakt  him,  and  when  he  wakt,  hee  thought  he  was  in  mai- 
fter  Bamfes\i\xxx.<^i\t^  for  he  ftretcht  himfelfe  thus:  and  yauning 
faid,  Nicke,  honeft  Nicke  fill  a  frefh  bowle  of  ale,  ftand  to  it 
Nicke  and  thou  beefl  a  man  of  Gods  making,  ftand  to  it:  and 
then  I  winded  my  home,  and  hees  horne-mad. 

Enter  Hodge. 

Hod.  Boy  hey,  ho  boy,  and  thou  beeft  a  man  draw,  o  heres 
a  blefled  moonefliine  God  be  thanked,  boy  is  not  this  goodly  980 
weather  for  barley  ? 

Boy.  Spoken  like  a  right  maulfter  Hodge,  but  dooft  thou 
heare  ?  thou  art  not  dmnke. 

Hod.  No,  I  fcorne  that  I  feith. 

But.  But  thy  fellow  Dkke  Coomes  is  mightily  drunke. 

Hod.  Drunke,  a  plague  on  it,  when  a  man  cannot  carrie  his 
drinke  well :  fbloud  He  ftand  to  it. 

E  2  Boy.  Hold 
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Boy.  Hold  man  fee  and  thou  canft  ftand  firfl. 

Hodg.  Drunke:  hees  a  beall  and  he  be  drunke,thers  no  man 
that  is  a  fober  man  will  be  drunke,  he's  a  boy  and  he  be  drunk.  990 

Boy.  No,  hees  a  man  as  thon  art. 

Hodge.  Thus  tis  when  a  man  will  not  be  ruled  by  his  frends, 
I  bad  him  keepe  vnder  the  lee,  but  he  kept  downe  the  weather, 
two  bowes  I  tolde  him  be  would  be  taken  with  a  plannet,  but 
the  wifefF  of  vs  all  may  fall.  Boy  trips  him. 

Boy.  True  Hodge. 

Hodge.  Whope  lend  me  thy  hand  Dicke,  I  am  falne  into  a 
well,  lend  me  thy  hand  I  fhall  be  drowned  elfe. 

Boy.  Hold  faft  by  the  bucket  Hodge.    Hod.  A  rope  on  it. 

Boy.  I  there  is  a  rope  on  it,  but  where  art  thou  Hodge  ?  1 000 

Hod.  In  a  Well,  I  prethie  draw  vp. 

Boy.  Come  giue  vp  thy  body,  wind  vp,  hoyft. 

Hod.  I  am  ouer  head  and  eares, 

Boy.  In  all  Hodge.^  in  all. 

Fran.  How  loathfome  is  this  beaft  mans  fhape  to  me  ? 
This  mould  of  reafbn  fo  vnreafonable, 
Sirra,  why  dooft  thou  trip  him  downe  feeing  hees  drunke  ? 

Boy.  Becaufe  fir  I  would  haue  drunckards  cheape. 

Fran  How  meane  ye  ? 

Boy.  Why  they  fay  that  when  any  thing  hath  afal,it  is  cheap,  10 10 
and  fo  of  drunkards. 

Fran.  Go  to  helpe  him  vp.  but  harke  who  knockes  ? 

Boy.  Sir  heeres  one  of  maifter  Barnefies  men  with  a  letter  to 
my  olde  maifler.     Fran.  Which  of  them  is  it  ? 

Boy.  They  call  him  Nicholas  iir. 

Fran.  Go  call  him  in.  Enter  Coomes. 

Coom.  By  your  leaue  ho,  how  now  young  maifter,  how  ift } 

Frau.  Looke  ye  firra  where  your  fellow  lies, 
Hees  in  a  fine  taking  is  he  not  ? 
^      Coom.  Whope  Hodge,  where  art  thou  man,  where  art  thou?  1020 

Hodge.  O  in  a  Well. 
\    Co.  In  a  well  man,  nay  then  thou  art  deepe  in  vnderflanding. 

Fran.  I  once  to  day  you  were  almoft  lo  fir. 
^    Com.  Who  I,  go  to  young  maifter,  I  do  not  like  this  humor 
in  yee  I  tell  ye  true,  giue  euery  man  his  due,  and  giue  him  no 

more, 
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no  more:  fay  I  was  in  fuch  a  cafe,  go  to,tis  the  greatefl  indigna- 
tion that  can  be  offered  to  a  man  :  and  but  a  mans  more  godlier 
giuen,  you  were  able  to  make  him:  fweare  out  his  heart  bloud, 
what  though  that  honefl  Hodge  haue  cut  his  finger  heere?  or  as 
fbme  fay,  cut  a  feather?  what  though  he  be  mump,mifled,  Wind,  1050 
or  as  it  were,  tis  no  confequent  to  me:  you  know  I  haue  drunke 
all  the  Ale-houfes  in  Abington  drye,  and  laide  the  taps  on  the 
tables  when  I  had  doone  :  sbloud  lie  challenge  all  the  true  rob- 
pots  in  Europe,  to  leape  vp  to  the  chinne  in  a  barrcU  of  Beere, 
and  if  I  cannot  drinke  itdowne  to  my  foote  ere  I  leaue,  &  then 
fet  the  tap  in  the  midll  of  the  houfe,  &  then  turne  a  good  turnc 
on  the  toe  on  it,  let  me  be  counted  no  body,  a  pinglcr,  nay  let 
me  bound  to  drinke  nothing  but  fmall  Beere  feauen  yeeres  af- 
ter, and  I  had  as  leefe  be  hanged.     Enter  Nicholas. 

Fran.  Peace  fir,  I  muft  fpeake  with  one,  Nicholas  I  thinke  1040 
your  name  is.     Nkh.  True  as  the  skin  betweene  your  browes. 

Franke.  Well,  how  dooth  thy  maifter  ? 

Nkh.  Forfooth  liue,  and  the  befl  dooth  no  better. 

Fran.  Where  is  the  letter  he  hath  fent  me  ? 

Nich.  Fcce  fignum,  heere  it  is. 

Fran.  Tis  right  as  Philip  faid,  tis  a  fine  foole, 
This  letter  is  directed  to  my  father, 
He  carry  it  to  him,  Dick  Coomes  make  him  drinke.    Exil. 

Coomes  I,  ile  make  him  drinke  and  he  will. 

Nich.  Not  fo  Richard.^  it  is  good  to  be  merry  and  wife.  1050 

Nich.  Well  Nicholas,  as  thou  art  iV/V/6o^j- welcome,  but  as 
thou  art  Nicholas  diVid.  a  boone  companion,  ten  times  welcome, 
Nicholas  giue  me  thy  hand,  (hall  we  be  merry?  and  we  lhall,fay 
but  we  fhall,  and  let  the  firil  word  fland. 

Nich.  Indeed,  as  long  lines  the  merry  man  as  the  fad. 
An  ownce  of  debt  will  not  pay  a  pound  of  care. 

Coomes.  Nay  a  pound  of  care,  will  not  pay  an  ounce  of  debt. 
Nich.  Well,  tis  a  good  horfe  neuer  Humbles,  but  who  lyes  here  ? 

Coofn.  Tisom Hodge,  &  I  thinkehe  lyes  a  fleep,youmadehini 
drunke  at  your  houfe  to  day,  but  lie  pepper  fome  of  you  for't.    10^0 

Nich.  I  Richard,!  know  youle  put  a  man  ouer  the  fhooes,and 
if  you  can,  but  he's  a  foole  wil  take  more  then  wil  do  him  good. 

Coom.  Sbloud yee  fhall  take  more  then  will  do  yee  good, 
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Or  He  make  yee  clap  vnder  the  table. 

Nkh.  Nay,  I  hope  as  I  haue  temperance  to  fbrbeare  drinke, 
fb  haue  I  patience  to  endure  drinke.  He  do  as  company  dooth, 
for  when  a  ma  doth  to  JRome  come,  he  muft  do  as  there  is  done, 

Coomes.  Ha  my  refblued  Nicke  FroUgozene^  fill  the  potte 
Hoftefle,  fwounes  you  whore,  Harry  Hookes  a  rafcall :  helpe  10^9 
me  but  carry  my  fellow  Hodge  in,  and  weele  crufhe  it  I  faith. 

Enter  Phillip.  Exeunt.  Sc.  v 

Fhil.  By  this  I  thinke,  the  letter  is  deliuered, 
And  twill  be  fhortly  time  that  I  flep  in. 
And  wooe  their  fauours  for  my  fiflers  fortune, 
And  yet  I  need  not,  fhe  may  doe  as  well. 
But  yet  not  better,  as  the  cafe  dooth  fland, 
Betweene  our  mothers,  it  may  make  them  friends, 
Nay  I  would  fweare  that  (he  would  do  as  well, 
Were  fhe  a  flranger  to  one  qualitie. 

But  they  are  fo  acquainted,  theil  neere  part,  1080 

Why  {he  will  floute  the  diuell  and  make  blufh. 
The  boldefl  face  of  man,  that  ere  man  faw. 
He  that  hath  befl  opinion  of  his  wit. 
And  hath  his  braine  pan  fraught  with  bitter  lefls, 
Or  of  his  owne,  or  flolne,  or  how  fb  euer. 
Let  him  fland  nere  fo  high  in  his  owne  conceit. 
Her  wit's  a  fiinne,  that  melts  him  downe  like  butter. 
And  makes  him  fit  at  table  Pancake  wife. 
Flat  flat,  God  knowes,  and  nere  a  word  to  fay. 
Yet  fheele  not  leaue  him  then,  but  like  a  tyrant,  1090 

Sheele  perfecute  the  poore  wit-beaten  man, 
And  fo  be  bang  him  with  drie  bobs  and  fcoffes. 
When  he  is  downe,  moft  cowardlike  good  faith, 
As  I  haue  pittyed  the  poore  patient. 
There  came  a  Farmers  fbnne  a  wooing  to  her, 
A  propper  man,  well  landed  too  he  was, 
A  man  that  for  his  wit  need  not  to  aske. 
What  time  a  yee  re  twere  good  to  fow  bis  Oates, 
Nor  yet  his  Barley,  no  nor  when  to  reape. 
To  plowe  his  Fallowes,  or  to  fell  his  Trees, 
Well  experienft  thus  each  kinde  of  way e, 
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After  a  two  moneths  labour  at  the  moft. 

And  yet  twas  well  he  held  it  out  fb  long, 

He  left  his  loue,  Ihe  had  fo  laite  his  lips, 

He  could  fay  nothing  to  her,  but  God  be  with  yee. 

Why  fhe,  when  men  haue  dinde  and  call  for  chcefe, 

Will  ftraight  maintaine,  lefts  bitter  to  difgeft, 

And  then  fome  one  will  fall  to  argument, 

Who  if  he  ouer  maifter  her  with  reafbn. 

Then  fheele  begin  to  buffet  him  with  mockes.  mo 

Well  I  do  doubt,  Fraunces  hath  fo  much  fpleene, 

Theil  neere  agree,  but  I  will  moderate. 

By  this  time,  tis  time  I  thinke  to  enter. 

This  is  the  houfe,  fhall  I  knock  ?  no  I  will  not 

Waite  while  one  comes  out  to  anfwere : 

He  in,  and  let  them  be  as  bolde  with  vs :  F.xif. 

Enter  maijier  Gourfey  reading  a  letter.  ^-  ■^' 

M.  Gou.  If  that  they  like,  her  dowrie  fhall  be  equall 
To  your  fonnes  wealth  or  polTibilitie, 

It  is  a  meanes  to  make  our  wiues  good  friends,  mo 

And  to  continue  friendfhip  twixt  vs  two. 
Tis  fo  indeed,  I  like  this  motion. 

And  it  hath  my  confent,  becaufe  my  wife,  is  fore  infected  and 
hart  lick  with  hate:  &  I  haue  fought  the  Galen  of  aduice,  which 
onley  tels  me  this  fame  potion,  to  be  mofl  foueraigne  for  her 
ficknes  cure.         Enter  Franke  and  Phillip. 
Heere  comes  my  fonne,  conferring  with  his  friend. 
Fraunces,  how  do  you  like  your  friends  difcourfe  '^. 
I  know  he  is  perfwading  to  this  motion. 

Fra.  Father,  as  matter  that  befits  a  friend,  i  ijo 

But  yet  not  me,  that  am  too  young  to  marry. 

M.  Gour.  Nay,  if  thy  minde  be  forward  with  thy  yeares. 
The  time  is  loft  thou  tarrieft,  truft  me  boy,This  match  is  anfwe-     ^ 
rable  to  thy  birth.  Her  bloud  and  portion,  giue  each  other  grace: 
Thefe  indented  lines  promife  a  fumme,  And  I  do  like  the  valew, 
if  it  hap  Thy  liking  to  accorde  to  my  confent. 
It  is  a  match :  wilt  thou  goe  fee  the  maide  ? 

Fra.  Nere  truft  me  Father,  the  fhape  of  mariage, 
Which  I  doe  fee  in  others,  feeme  fo  feuere, 

I  dare 
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I  dare  not  put  my  youngling  libertie,  1140 

Vnder  the  awe  of  that  idlruction, 

And  yet  I  graunt  the  limmits  of  free  youth 

Going  aftraye,  arc  often  reftraind  by  that: 

But  miftreffe  wedlocke,  to  my  fcholler  thoughts, 

Will  be  too  curfl  I  feare,  O  fhould  (he  fnip 

My  pleafure  ayming  minde,  I  Ihall  be  fad, 

And  fweare,  when  I  did  marry  I  was  mad. 

M.  Gou.  But  boye,  let  my  experience  teach  thee  this, 
Yet  in  good  faith,  thou  fpeakft  not  much  amifle, 
When  firit  thy  mothers  fame  to  me  did  come,  1 150 

Thy  Grandlire  thus,  then  came  to  me  his  fonne : 
And  euen  my  words  to  thee,  to  me  he  fayd. 
And  as  ro  me  thou  faifl,  to  him  I  faid, 
But  in  a  greater  huffe,  and  hotter  bloud, 
I  tell  yee,  on  youthes  tip-toes  then  I  flood, 
Sayes  he  (good-faith  this  was  his  very  fay) 
When  I  was  young,  I  was  but  reafons  foole. 
And  went  to  wedding,  as  to  wifdomes  fchoole : 
It  taught  me  much,  and  much  I  did  forget. 

But  beaten  much  by  it,  I  got  fome  wit,  i  \6o 

Though  I  was  fliackled  from  an  often  fcoute. 
Yet  I  would  wanton  it  when  I  was  out, 
Twas  comforte,  olde  acquaintance  then  to  meete, 
Reftrained  Kbertie,  attainde  is  fweete, 
Thus  faid  my  father  to  thy  father,  fonne 
And  thou  maift  do  this  to,  as  I  haue  doone. 

FhiL  In  faith  good  counfell  Franke,  what  faifl  thou  to  it  ? 

Fra.  Phillips  what  fhould  I  fay  ?   Phil.  Why,  ey  ther  I  or  no. 

Fra.  O  but  which  rather  ? 

Phil.  Why  that  which  was  perfwaded  by  thy  father.  1170 

Fra.  Thats  I,  than  I,  O  fhould  it  fall  out  ill, 
Then  I,  for  I  am  guiltie  of  that  ill. 
He  not  be  guiltie,  no.     Phi.  What  backward  gone  ? 

Fra.  Phillip.^  no  whit  backward,  that  is  on. 

Phil.  On  then.  Fra.  O  flaye. 

Phil.  Tuflie,  there  is  no  good  luck  in  this  delaye. 
Come,  come,  late  commers  man  are  fhent. 

Fra. 
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Fra.  Heigh  ho,  I  feare  I  fhall  repent, 
Well,  which  waye  Franke  ? 

Phil.  Why  this  way.     Fran.  Canfl  thou  tell,  ,,8o 

And  takeft  vpon  thee  to  be  my  guide  to  hell. 
But  which  waye  father  ?     M.  Gour.  That  way. 

Franke.  I,  you  know. 
You  found  the  way  to  forrow  long  agoe. 
Father  God  boye  yee,  you  haue  fent  your  fonne. 
To  feeke  on  earth  an  earthly  day  of  doome, 
Where  I  fhall  be  adiudged,  alack  the  ruthe, 
To  penance  for  the  follies  of  my  youth. 
Well  I  mull  go,  but  by  my  troth  my  minde, 
Is  not  loue  capable  to  that  kinde,  ,,po 

0  I  haue  lookt  vpon  this  mould  of  men, 
As  I  haue  doone  vpon  a  Lyons  den, 
Praifed  I  haue  the  gallant  beaft  I  faw. 

Yet  wiflit  me  no  acquaintance  with  his  pawe, 

And  mufl  I  now  be  grated  with  them  well, 

Yet  I  may  hap  to  prooue  a  Daniell, 

And  if  I  do,  fure  it  would  make  me  laugh, 

To  be  among  wilde  beafts  and  yet  be  lafe. 

Is  there  a  remedy  to  abate  their  rage. 

Yes  many  catche  them,  and  put  them  in  a  cage,  1200 

1  but  how  catche  them,  marry  in  your  hand. 
Carry  me  foorth  a  burning  iier  brand. 

For  with  his  fparkling  Ihine,  olde  rumor  fayes, 
A  fier  brand  the  fwifteft  runner  frayes. 
This  I  may  do,  but  if  it  prooue  not  fo. 
Then  man  goes  out  to  feeke  his  adiunct  woe, 
Phillip  away,  and  Father  now  adew, 
In  quell  of  forrow  I  am  fent  by  you. 

M.  Gou.  Returne  the  meflenger  of  ioy  my  fonne, 

Fran.  Sildome  in  this  worlde,  fuch  a  worke  is  done.  mo 

Thi.  Nay,  nay,  make  haft,  it  will  be  quickly  night. 

Fra.  Why  is  it  not  good  to  wooe  by  candle  light. 

Fhil.  But  if  we  make  not  hafl  theile  be  a  bed. 

Fran.  The  better  Candels  out,  and  Curtans  fprcd.    Exeunt. 

M.  Gou.  I  know,  though  that  my  fonnes  years  be  not  many, 

F  I  know 
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Yet  he  hath  wit  to  wooe  as  well  as  any, 

Here  comes  my  wife,  I  am  glad  my  boye  is  gone 

Enter  miftrejfe  Gourley. 
Ere  fhe  came  hether,  how  now  wife,  how  ift  ? 
What  are  yee  yet  in  charitie  and  loue  with  miftrefTe  Barnes  ?      1220 

Mtf.  Gou.  With  miflrefle  Bames,\vh.Y  maifter  Barnes  I  pray, 

M.  Gou.  Becaufe  (he  is  your  neighbour  and 

Mif.  Gou.  And  what  ? 
And  a  iealious  flandering  fpitefull  queane  (lie  is. 
One  that  would  blur  my  reputation, 
With  her  approbrious  mallice  if  fhe  could, 
She  wrongs  her  husband,  to  abufe  my  fame, 
Tis  knowne  that  I  haue  liued  in  honeft  name. 
All  my  life  time,  and  bin  your  right  true  wife. 

M.  Gou.  I  entertaine  no  other  thought  my  wife,  1230 

And  my  opinion's  found  of  your  behauiour. 

Jldif.  Gou.  And  my  behauiour  is  as  found  as  it. 
But  her  ill  fpeeches  feekes  to  rot  my  credit, 
And  eate  it  with  the  w-orme  of  hate  and  mallice. 

M.  Gou.  Why  then  preferue  it  you  by  patience. 

MJf.  Gou.  By  patience,  would  ye  haue  me  fliame  my  felfe. 
And  cuflen  my  lelfe  to  beare  her  iniuries : 
Not  while  her  eyes  be  open  w^ill  I  yeelde, 
A  worde,  a  letter,  a  fillables  valew. 

But  equall  and  make  euen  her  wrongs  to  me,  1240 

To  her  againe. 

M.  Gou.  Then  in  good  faith  wife  ye  are  more  to  blame. 

Mif.  Gour.  Am  I  too  blame  fyr,  pray  what  letters  this  ? 

M.  Gou.  There  is  a  dearth  of  manners  in  yee  wife, 
Rudely  to  fnatch  it  from  me,  giue  it  me  .-^ 

Mif.  Gou.  You  {hall  not  haue  it  fir,  till  I  haue  read  it. 

M.  Gour.  Giue  me  it  then,  and  I  will  read  it  to  you. 

Mif.  Gour.  No,  no,  it  fhall  not  need,  I  am  a  fchoUer 
Good  enough  to  read  a  letter  fir. 

M.  Gour.  Gods  paffion,  if  fhe  knew  but  the  contents,  1250 

Sheele  feeke  to  crofle  this  match,  fhe  fhall  not  read  it. 
Wife,  giue  it  me,  come,  come,  giue  it  me. 
Mif.  Gour.  Husband,  in  very  deed  you  fhall  not  haue  it. 

M.  Gour. 
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M.  Gou.  What  will  you  mooue  me  to  impatience  then  ? 

Mif.  Gour.  Tut,  tell  not  me  of  your  impatience, 
But  fince  you  talke  fyr  of  impatience, 
You  (hall  not  haue  the  letter  by  this  light, 
Till  I  haue  read  it,  Ibule  ile  burne  it  firft. 

M.  Gour.  Go  to,  yee  mooue  me  wife,  giue  me  the  letter. 
In  troth  I  (liall  growe  angrie,  if  you  doe  not,  ii<?o 

Mif.  Gour.  Growe  to  the  houfe  top  with  your  anger  fir. 
Neare  tell  me,  I  care  not  thus  much  for  it. 

M.  Gour.  Well,  I  can  beare  enough,  but  not  too  much, 
Come  giue  it  me,  twere  belt  you  be  perl\vaded. 
By  God  yee  make  me  fxveare,  now  God  forgiue  me. 
Giue  me  I  fay,  and  Hand  not  long  vpon  it. 
Go  to,  I  am  angrie  at  the  heart,  my  very  heart. 

Mif.  Gour.  Harte  me  no  hearts,  you  Ihall  not  haue  it  fir, 
No  you  fhall  not,  neere  looke  {o  big, 

I  will  not  be  affraid  at  your  great  lookes,  1270 

You  lliall  not  haue  it,  no  you  fliall  not  haue  it. 

M.  Gour.  Shall  I  not  haue  it,  in  troth  Ile  trye  that, 
Minion  lie  hau'te,  fhall  I  not  hau'te,  I  am  loath, 
Go  too,  take  paufment,  be  aduifde. 
In  feith  I  will,  and  fland  not  long  vpon  it, 
A  woman  of  your  yeares,  I  am  afhamde, 
A  couple  of  fb  long  continuance. 
Should  thus,  Gods  foote,  I  crye  God  hartely  mercy, 
Go  to,  yee  vexe  me,  and  lie  vexe  yee  for  it, 

Before  I  leaue  yee  I  will  make  yee  glad,  1280 

To  tender  it  on  your  knees,  heare  yee,  I  will  I  will. 
What  w^orfe  and  worfe,  ftomack  true  I  faith. 
Shall  I  be  crofl  by  you  in  my  olde  age  ? 
And  where  I  fhould  haue  greatefl  comfort  to, 
A  nurfle  of  you,  nurfle  in  the  diucls  name. 
Go  to  miftris,  by  Gods  pretious  deere, 
If  yee  delay : 

Mif.  Gour.  Lord,  Lord,  why  in  what  a  fir. 
Are  you  in  husband,  fb  inrag'd,  fb  moou'de, 
And  for  fb  flighte  a  caufe,  to  read  a  letter,  1*90 

Did  this  letter  louc,  conteine  my  death, 

F  a  Should 
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Should  you  deny  my  fight  of  it,  I  would  not, 

Nor  fee  my  forrow,  nor  efchew  my  danger, 

But  willingly  yeeld  me  a  patient, 

Vnto  the  doonie  that  your  difpleafure  gaue, 

Here  is  the  letter,  not  for  that  your  incenfment, 

Makes  me  make  offer  of  it,  but  your  health. 

Which  anger  I  do  feare  hath  crafd. 

And  viper  like  hath  {iickt  away  the  bloud. 

That  wont  was  to  be  cheereflill  in  this  cheeke,  1300 

How  pale  yee  looke. 

M.  Gou.  Pale,  can  yee  blame  me  for  it,  I  tell  you  true, 
An  eafie  matter  could  not  thus  haue  mooued  me. 
Well  this  refignement,  and  fo  foorth,  but  woman 
This  fortnight  (hall  I  not  forget  yee  for  it. 
Ha,  ha,  I  fee  that  roughnes  can  doe  fomewhat, 
I  did  not  thinke  good  faith,  I  could  haue  fet. 
So  fower  a  face  vpon  it,  and  to  her. 
My  bed  embracer,  my  right  bofome  friend, 

I  would  not  that  fhe  fhoidd  haue  feene  the  letter  13 10 

As  poore  a  man  as  I  am  by  my  troth. 
For  twenty  pound :  well  I  am  glad  I  haue  it. 
Ha,  heres  a  doe  about  a  thing  of  nothing. 
What  flomacke,  ha  tis  happy  your  come  downe.     Exit. 

Mtf.  Gou.  Well  craftie  Fox,  He  hunt  yee  by  my  troth, 
Deale  yee  fb  cloiely  ?  well  I  fee  his  drift. 
He  would  not  let  me  fee  the  letter,  leaft 
That  I  fhould  crofle  the  match,  and  I  will  crofle  it : 

Ent.  Coomes,  Dicke  Coomes  ?  Coom.  Forfboth. 

Mif.  Gou.  Come  hether  Dicke,  thou  art  a  man  I  loue,  1310 

And  one  whom  I  haue  much  in  my  regarde. 

Coom.  I  thanke  yee  for  it  miftris,  I  thanke  yee  for  it. 

Mif.  Gou.  Nay  heeres  my  hand,  I  will  do  very  much  for  thee. 
If  ere  thou  ftandfl  in  need  of  me. 
Thou  fhalt  not  lack,  whilft  thou  hafl  a  day  to  Hue, 
Money,  apparrell,  Coom.  And  fword  and  Bucklers. 

Mif.  Gour.  And  fword  and  Bucklers  too  my  gallant  Dick, 
So  thou  wilt  vfe  but  this  in  my  defence. 

Coomes.  This,  no  faith  I  haue  no  minde  to  this,  breake  my 
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head  if  this  break  not  if  we  come  to  any  tough  play,  nay  miflres  1330 
I  had  a  fword,  I  the  flower  of  fmithfield,  for  a  fword,  a  right  fox 
I  faith,  with  that  and  a  man  had  come  ouer  with  a  fmooth  and 
a  fharpe  ftroke,  it  would  haue  cried  twang,  and  then  when  I 
had  doubled  my  poynt,  trafte  my  ground,  and  had  carried  my 
buckler  before  me  like  a  garden  But,  and  then  come  in  with  a 
crofleblowe,  and  ouer  the  picke  of  his  buckler  two  elles  long,  it 
would  haue  cried  twang,  twang,  mettall,  mettall,  but  a  dogge 
hath  his  day,  tis  gone,  and  there  are  fewe  good  ones  made  now, 
I  fee  by  this  dearth  of  good  fxvords,  and  dearth  of  fwoord  and 
buckler  fight,  begins  to  grow  out,  I  am  fbrrie  for  it,  I  fhall  ne-  1340 
uer  fee  good  manhood  againe,  if  it  be  once  gone,  this  poking 
fight  of  rapier  and  dagger  will  come  vp  then,  then  a  man,  a  tall 
man  and  a  good  fword  and  buckler  man,  will  be  fpitted  like  a 
cat  or  a  conney,  then  a  boy  wil  be  as  good  as  a  man,  vnlellethe 
Lord  fhewe  mercie  vnto  vs,  well,  I  had  as  lieue  bee  hang'd  as 
liue  to  fee  that  day,  well  miflrefle,  what  fhall  I  do  ?  what  fhall  I 
do? 

Jklif.  Gou.  why  this  braiie  Dicke,  thou  knowefl  that  Barn- 
fes  wife 
And  I  am  foes,  now  man  me  to  her  houfe,  1350 

And  though  it  be  darke  Dicke,  yet  weell  haue  no  light, 
Leafl  that  thy  maifler  fhould  preuent  our  iourney 
B  y  feeing  our  depart :  then  when  we  come, 
And  if  that  fhe  and  I  do  fall  to  words. 
Set  in  thy  foote  and  quarrell  with  her  men. 
Draw,  fight,  ftrike,  hurt,  but  do  not  kill  the  flaues. 
And  make  as  though  thou  ftrukft  at  a  man, 
And  hit  her  and  thou  canfl,  a  plague  vpon  her. 
She  hath  mifvfde  me  Dicke,  wilt  thou  do  this  ? 

Coomesy  Yes  miflrefle  I  will  ftrike  her  men,  but  God  forbid,  1^60 
That  ere  Dicke  Coomes  fliould  be  feene  to  ftrike  a  woman. 

Mif.  Gou.  Why  fhe  is  mankind,  therefore  thou  may  eft  ftrike 
her. 

Coom.  Mankinde,  nay  and  fhe  haue  any  part  of  a  man,  lie 
ftrike  her  I  warrant, 

Mif  Gou.  Thats  my  good  Dicke,  thats  my  fweet  Dicke, 

Coom.  Swounes  who  would  not  bee  a  man  of  valour  to  haue 

F  I  fuch 
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fuch  words  of  a  Gentlewoman,  one  of  their  woordes  are  more 
to  me  then  twentie  of  thefe  rulTet  coates  cheefe-cakes,  and  but- 
termakers :  well,  I  thanke  God  I  am  none  of  thefe  cowards,  wel  1370 
and  a  man  haue  any  vertue  in  him,  I  fee  he  fhall  bee  regarded. 

MJf  Gou.  Art  thou  refolued  Dicke  ?  wilt  thou  doo  this  for 
me,  and  if  thou  wilt,  here  is  an  earneft  penny,  of  that  rich 
guerdon  I  do  meane  to  glue  thee. 

Coo.  An  angell  miftreile  let  mee  fee,  ftand  you  on  my  left 
hand,  and  let  the  angell  lie  on  my  buckler  on  my  right 
hand,  for  feare  of  loofing,  now  heare  fland  I  to  bee  tempted, 
they  fay,  euery  man  hath  two  fpirits  attending  on  him,  either 
good  or  bad,  now  I  fay  a  man  hath  no  other  fpirites  but  eyther 
his  wealth  or  his  wife,  now  which  is  the  better  of  them,  why  1380 
that  is  as  they  are  vfed,  for  vfe  neither  of  them  well,  and  they 
are  both  nought,  but  this  is  a  miracle  to  me,  that  golde  that  is 
heauie  hath  the  vpper,  and  a  woman  that  is  light  doth  fooneft 
fall,  conlidering  that  light  thinges  a  fpire,  and  heauie  thinges 
fooneft  go  downe,  but  leaue  thefe  confiderations  to  fir  lohn^ 
they  become  a  blacke  coate  better  then  a  blew,  well  miflreffe 
I  had  no  minde  to  day  to  quarrell,  but  a  w^oman  is  made  to  bee 
a  mans  feducer,  you  fay  quarrell. 

y^//!  Gou.  I.    Coo?n.  There  fpeakes  an  angell  is  it  good  ? 

Mif.  Gou.  I.  1390 

Coom.  Then  I  cannot  do  amifle,  the  good  angell  goes  with 
me.  Exeunt. 

Enter  fir  Raphe  Smith  his  Lady  and  Will.  sc.  vH 

Sir  Rap.  Come  on  my  hearts,  I  faith  it  is  ill  lucke. 
To  hunt  all  day  and  not  kill  any  thing. 
What  fay  eft  thou  Ladie,  art  thou  wearie  yet  ? 

La.  I  muft  not  fay  fo  fir. 

Sir  Ra.  Although  thou  art. 

IVil.  And  can  you  blame  her  to  be  foorth  fo  long, 
And  fee  no  better  fport  ?  1400 

Ra.  Good  faith  twas  very  hard. 

Lad.  No  twas  not  ill. 
Becaufe  you  know  it  is  not  good  to  kill. 

Ra.  Yes  venfon  Ladie. 

Lad.  No  indeed  nor  them, 

Life 
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Life  is  as  deere  in  deare  as  tis  in  men. 

Rap.  But  they  are  kild  for  fjx)rt, 

Lad.  But  thats  bad  play, 
"When  they  are  made  to  fport  their  Hues  away. 

Rap.  Tis  fine  to  fee  them  runne.  i^io 

La.  What  out  of  breath  ? 
They  runne  but  ill  that  runne  themfelues  to  death, 

Rap.  They  might  make  then  leile  halt  and  keep  their  wind. 

La.  Why  then  they  fee  the  hounds  brings  death  bchinde. 

Rap.  Then  twere  as  good  for  them  at  firlt  to  Hay, 
As  to  runne  long  and  runne  their  lines  away. 

La.  I  but  the  floutelt  of  you  all  thats  here. 
Would  runne  from  death  and  nimbly  feud  for  feare. 
Now  by  my  troth  I  pittie  thofe  poore  elfes. 

Ra.  Well,  they  haue  made  vs  but  bad  fport  to  day,  1410 

La.  Yes  twas  my  fport  to  fee  them  fcape  away. 

JVill.  I  wifh  that  I  had  beene  at  one  buckes  fall. 

La.  Out  thou  wood-tyrant  thou  art  woorft  of  all. 

IVtll.  A  woodman  Ladie,  but  no  tyrant  I : 

La.  Yes  tyrant-like  thou  loueft  to  fee  lines  die. 

Ra.  Lady  no  more  I  do  not  like  this  lucke. 
To  hunt  all  day  and  yet  not  kill  a  bucke, 
Well,  it  is  late,  but  yet  I  fweare  I  will 
Stay  heere  all  night  but  I  a  bucke  will  kill. 

La.  All  night,  nay  good  fir  Raph  Smith  do  not  fo.  1430 

Ra.  Content  ye  Ladie,  JVill.^  go  fetch  my  bow, 
A  berrie  of  faire  Rooes  I  law  to  day, 
Downe  by  the  groues,  and  there  He  take  me  fland, 
And  fhoot  at  one,  God  fend  a  luckie  hand. 

La.  Will  ye  not  thenfir  R  aph  go  home  with  me  ? 

Rap.  No,  but  my  men  fhall  beare  thee  company. 
Sirs  man  her  home,  Will  bid  the  huntf  men  couple. 
And  bid  them  well  reward  their  hounds  to  night. 
Ladie  farewell.  Will  haft  ye  with  the  bow. 
He  ftay  for  thee  heere  by  the  groue  below.  1440 

JVil.  I  will,  but  twill  be  darke  I  fhall  not  lee, 
How  fhall  I  fee  ye  then  ? 

Ra.  Whv  hollow  to  me  and  I  will  anfwere  thee. 

iriJl  Enough 
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IVill.  Enough  I  will.     Rapb.  Farewell.  Exit, 

La.  How  willingly  doolt  thou  confent  to  go, 
To  fetch  thy  mailter  that  fame  killing  bow. 

IV il.  Guiltie  of  death  I  willing  am  in  this, 
Becaufe  twas  our  ill  happes  to  day  to  mifle. 

To  hunt  and  not  to  kill  is  hunters  forrow,  H49 

Come  Ladie,  weell  haue  venfon  ere  to  morrow.      Exeunt. 

Enter  Phillip  and  Franke.  ■Sc  -y"/ 

Thil.  Come  Franke  now  are  we  hard  by  th'houfe, 
But  how  now,  fad  } 

Fran.  No,  to  fludie  how  to  woe  thy  filler, 

Thil.  How  man,  how  to  woe  her  }  why  no  matter  how% 
I  am  fure  thou  wilt  not  be  alhamed  to  woe,  / 
Thy  cheekes  not  fubiect  to  a  childifh  blufh, 
Thou  halte  a  better  warrant  by  thy  wit, 
I  knowe  thy  oratorie  can  vnfold, 

Quicke  inuention,  plaufible  difcourfe,  \^6o 

And  fet  fuch  painted  beawtie  on  thy  tongue. 
As  it  fhall  rauilh  euery  maiden  fence, 
For  Franke,  thou  art  not  like  the  ruflet  youth 
I  tolde  thee  of,  that  went  to  woe  a  wench. 
And  being  full  fluft:  vp  with  fallow  wit. 
And  meddow  matter,  askt  the  prettie  maide. 
How  they  folde  corne  lait  market  day  with  them. 
Saying :  indeed  twas  very  deare  with  them  ; 
And  do  ye  heare,  he  had  not  need  be  fo. 

For  thee  will  Francis  thorowly  trie  your  wit,  1470 

Sirra  iheel  bowe  the  mettall  of  your  wits. 
And  if  they  cracke  Ihe  will  not  hold  ye  currant, 
Nay  fhe  will  way  your  wit  as  men  way  angels. 
And  if  it  lacke  a  graine,  fhe  will  not  change  with  ye, 
I  cannot  fpeake  it  but  in  pafsion, 
Shee  is  a  wicked  wench  to  make  a  left. 
Aye  me  how  full  of  flouts  and  mockes  fhe  is? 

Fran.  Some  yiqua  vita  reafbn  to  recouer 
This  ficke  difcourfer,  fwoond  not  prethie  Phillip  : 
Tufli,  tufh,  I  do  not  thinke  her  as  thou  fayefl,  ,.80 

Perhappes  fhees  opinions  darling  Phillip. 
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Wife  In  repute,  the  crowes  bird  o  my  friend, 

Some  iudgements  flaue  themfclues  to  fmall  dcfurt, 

And  wondernize  the  birth  of  common  wit, 

"When  their  wone  ftraungenes  do  but  make  that  flrange, 

And  their  ill  errors  do  but  make  that  good, 

And  why  fhould  men  debafe  to  make  that  good, 

Perhaps  luch  admiration  winnes  her  wit. 

Fhil.  Well,  I  am  glad  to  hcare  this  bold  prepare, 
For  this  encounter,  forw^ard  hardy  Frazke,  M90 

Yonders  the  window,  with  the  candle  int, 
Eelike  fhees  putting  on  her  night  attire, 
I  told  ye  Franke  twas  late,  well  I  will  call  her, 
Marie  fbftly  that  my  mother  may  not  heare : 
Mall,  filler  Mall.  Enter  Mall  in  the  vc'mdow. 

Mai.  How  now,  whole  there.'' 

Fhil.  Tis  I. 

Mai.  Tis  I,  who  I  .-^  I  quoth  the  dogge,  or  what  ? 
A  chrift  crofie  rowe  I  .-^ 

Fhil.  No  fweete  pinckanie.  1500 

Mai.  O  ift  you  wilde  oates  ? 

Fhil.  I  fbrfooth  wanton, 

Mai.  Well  faid  fcape  thrift. 

Fran.  Phillip  be  thefe  your  vfuall  beft  falutes  ? 

Phil.  This  is  the  harmlefle  chiding  of  that  doue, 

Fran.  Doue,  one  of  thole  that  drawe  the  Queen  of  loue  ? 

Mai.  How  now  "?  whole  that  brother,  whole  that  with  ye  ^ 

Phil.  A  Gentleman  my  friend. 

Mai.  Beladie  he  hath  a  pure  wit. 

Fran.  How  meanes  your  holy  iudgement.''  ijio 

Mai.  O  well  put  in  fir. 

Fran.  Vp  you  would  fay. 

Mai.  Well  clymd  Gentleman, 
I  pray  fir  tell  me,  do  you  carte  the  queene  of  loue .'' 

Fran.  Not  cart  her,  but  couch  her  in  your  eie, 
And  a  fit  place  for  gentle  loue  to  lie. 

Mai.  I  but  me  thinkes  you  fpeake  without  the  bookc. 
To  place  a  lower  wheele  waggon  in  my  looke. 
Where  will  you  haue  roome  to  haue  the  coacli-man  fit  ? 

G  Fran.  Nay, 
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Fran.  Nay  that  were  but  fmall  manners,  and  not  fit,  i  Jao 

His  dutie  is  before  you  bare  to  ftand, 
Hauing  a  luftie  whipflocke  in  his  hand. 

Md.  The  place  is  voyde,  will  you  prouide  me  one  ? 

Fran.  And  if  you  pleafe  I  will  fupply  the  roome. 

Mai.  But  are  ye  cunning  in  the  carmans  lalh  ? 
And  can  ye  whiftle  well  ? 

Fran.  Yes  I  can  well  direct  the  coach  of  loue. 

Mai.  Ah  cruell  carter,  would  you  whip  a  doue  ? 

Thi.  Harke  ye  filler  ? 

Mai.  Nay,  but  harke  ye  brother  ?  i53<5 

Whofe  white  boy  is  that  fame  ?  know  ye  his  mother  ? 

Fhil.  he  is  a  Gentleman  of  a  good  houfe, 

Mai.  Why  is  his  houfe  of  gold,  is  it  not  made  of  lyme  and 
flone  like  this  ? 

Thil.  I  meane  hees  well  defcended.     Mai.  God  be  thanked. 
Did  he  defcend  fome  fteeple  or  fome  ladder  ? 

Fhil.  Well,  you  will  ftill  be  croffe,  I  tell  ye  filler, 
This  Gentleman  by  all  your  friends  confent. 
Mull  be  your  husband. 

Mai.  Nay  not  all,  fome  fing  another  note,  1540 

My  mother  will  fay  no,  I  hold  a  groate. 
But  I  thought  twas  fbmewhat,  he  would  be  a  carter. 
He  hath  beene  whipping  lately  fome  blinde  beare. 
And  now  he  would  ferke  the  blinde  boy  here  with  vs. 

fhil.  Well,  do  you  heare,  you  fifler,  miflreffe  would  haue, 
You  that  do  long  for  fbmewhat,  I  know  what. 
My  father  tolde  me,  go  to  He  tell  all. 
If  ye  be  croffe,  do  ye  heare  me  ?  I  haue  labord 
A  yeares  worke  in  this  after noone  for  ye. 

Come  from  your  cloyfler,  votarie,  chafe  Nun,  iljo 

Come  downe  and  kiffe  Franke  Gourfeis  mothers  fbnne. 

Mai.  kiffe  him  I  pray  ? 

fhil.  Go  to,  flale  maidenhead,  come  downe  I  fay, 
You  feuenteene  and  vpward,  come  come  downe, 
You'l  flay  till  twentie  elfe  for  your  wedding  gowne, 

Mai.  Nun,  votarie,  flale  maidenhead,  feuenteen  and  vp- 

Here  be  names,  what  nothing  elfe  ?  ward, 

Fran.  Yes, 
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Fran.  Yes,  or  a  fairc  built  ftccple  without  belles. 

Mai.  Steeple  good  people,  nay  another  caffc. 

Fran.  I,  or  a  well  made  fhippe  without  a  maft.  15^0 

Mai.  Fie  not  lb  big  fir,  by  one  part  of  fbure. 

Fran.  Why  then  ye  are  a  boate  without  an  oarc. 

Mai.  O  well  rode  wit,  but  whats  your  fare  I  pray  ? 

Fran.  Your  faire  felfe  muft  be  my  faireft  pay. 

Mai.  Nay,  and  you  be  fo  deare,  He  chufe  another. 

Fran.  Why  take  your  firll  man  wench,  and  go  no  further. 

Fhil.  Peace  Franc is^^xk^^t  filter, this  I  fay.  You  know  my 
mind,  or  anfwere  I  or  nay,     Wit  and  iudgement  hath  rcfolude 
his  mind.     And  he  forefees  what  after  he  fhall  finde, 
If  fuch  difcretion  then  fhall  gouerne  you,  ij7o 

Vow  loue  to  him,  heele  do  the  like  to  you. 

Mai.  Vow  loue  ?  who  would  not  loue  flich  a  comely  feature  ? 
Nor  high  nor  lowe,  but  of  the  middle  flature, 
A  middle  man  thats  the  belt  fyze  indeed, 
I  like  him  well,  Loue  graunt  vs  well  to  fpeed. 

Fran.  And  let  me  fee  a  woman  of  that  tallneffe, 
So  llender,  and  of  fuch  a  middle  fmalnelle, 
So  olde  enough,  and  in  each  part  fb  fit. 
So  faire,  fo  kinde,  endued  with  fb  much  wit, 
Of  fb  much  wit  as  it  is  held  a  wonder,  i^rSo 

Twere  pittie  to  keepe  loue  and  her  afunder. 
Therefore  go  vp  my  ioy,  call  downe  my  blifle. 
Bid  her  come  feale  the  bargaine  with  a  kifle. 

Mai.  Franke,  Franke,  I  come  through  dangers  ;  death  and 
To  make  Loues  patient  with  thy  feale  of  armes.         (harmes, 

Fhil.  But  filter  foftly,  leafh  my  mother  heare     Exit  Mall 

Mai.  Hufh  then,  mum,  moufe  in  cheefle,  cat  is  neare. 

Fran.  Now  in  good  faith  Phillip  this  makes  me  fmile, 
That  I  haue  woed  and  wonne  in  fb  fmall  while, 

Phil.  Francis,  indeed  my  filler  I  dare  fliy,  1590 

Was  not  determined  to  fay  thee  nay. 
For  this  fame  tother  thing,  calde  maiden-head. 
Hangs  by  fo  fmall  a  haire  or  fpiders  thread, 
And  worne  fo  to  with  time,  it  muft  needs  fall, 
And  like  a  well  lur'de  hawkc,  flic  knowes  her  call. 

G  2  Mai.  Whifl 
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Mai.  Whift  brother  whift,  my  mother  heard  me  tread, 
And  afkt  whofe  there  ?  I  would  not  anlwere  her. 
She  calde  a  light,  and  vp  fhees  gone  to  feeke  me, 
There  when  (he  findcs  me  not,  fheel  hether  come. 
Therefore  difpatch  let  it  be  quickly  done,  i^oo 

Francis,  my  loues  leafe  I  do  let  to  thee. 
Date  of  my  life  and  thine,  what  faieft  thou  to  me  ? 
The  entring,  fine,  or  income  thou  mufl  pay. 
Are  kifles  and  embrafes  euerie  day. 
And  quarterly  I  mufl  receiue  my  rent. 
You  know  my  minde. 

Fran.  I  gelle  at  thy  intent. 
Thou  fhalt  not  mifle  a  minute  of  thy  time. 

Mai.  Why  then  fweet  Francis  I  am  onely  thine. 
Brother  beare  witnefle.  i6io 

Phill.  Do  ye  deliuer  this  as  your  deed  ? 

Mai.  I  do  I  do. 

Phil.  God  fend  ye  both  good  fpeed,  Gods  Lord  my  mother : 
Stand  afide  and  clofely  too,  lead  that  you  be  efpied. 

Mif.  Bar.  Whofe  there  ?  Phil.  Mother  tis  I. 

Mif.  Bar.  You  difobedient  ruffen,  carelefle  wretch. 
That  laid  your  fether  loude  me  but  too  well, 
He  thinke  on't  when  thou  thinkfl  I  haue  forgot  it : 
Whole  with  thee  elfe  ?  how  now  minion  you  ? 
With  whom  ?  with  him  ?  why  what  make  you  here  fir  ?  1610 

And  thus  late  too,  what  hath  your  mother  lent  ye 
To  cut  my  throate,  that  here  you  be  in  waight  ? 
Come  from  him  miflrefle,  and  let  go  his  hand. 
Will  ye  not  fir  ? 

Fran.  Stay  miltrelle  Barnes,  or  mother,  what  ye  will, 
Shees  my  wife,  and  heere  fhe  Ihall  be  ftill. 
Mif.  Bar.  How  fir  your  wife?  wouldfl  thou  my  daughter  haue? 
He  rather  haue  her  married  to  her  graue. 
Go  to  be  gone,  and  quickly,  or  I  fweare. 
He  haue  my  men  beate  ye  for  flaying  here,  1^30 

Phil.  Beat  him  mother,  as  I  am  ttue  man. 
They  were  better  beate  the  diuell  and  his  dam. 

Mif.  Bar.  What  wilt  thou  take  his  part  ? 
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Vhil.  To  doe  him  good, 
And  twere  to  wade  hetherto  vp  in  blood. 

Fran.  God  a  mercy  Philip.,  but  mother  heere  me. 

Mif.  Bar.  Calfb  thou  me  mother,  no  thy  mothers  name 
Carry es  about  with  it,  reprochc  and  (hame : 
Giue  me  my  daughter,  ere  that  flie  fhall  wed, 
A  flrumpets  fbnne,  and  haue  her  fb  miflead,  \6*,o 

lie  marry  her  to  a  Carter;  come  I  fay, 
Giue  me  her  from  thee. 

Fra.  Mother  not  to  day, 
Nor  yet  to  morrow,  till  my  lines  lafl  morrow. 
Make  me  leaue  that,  which  I  with  leaue  did  borrow, 
Heere  I  haue  borrowed  loue,  ile  not  denaie  it. 
Thy  wedding  night's  my  day,  then  ile  repay  it : 
Till  then  fheele  trult  me,  wenche  ilt  not  fb. 
And  if  it  be,  fay  I,  if  not,  fay  no. 

Mall.  Mother,  good  mother,  heare  me  o  goodGod,  i^jo 

Now  we  are  euen,  what  would  you  make  vs  odde.'' 
Now  I  befeech  yee  for  the  loue  of  Chrilt, 
To  giue  me  leaue  once  to  do  what  I  lift. 
I  am  as  you  were  when  you  were  a  maide, 
Gelle  by  your  felfe,  how  long  you  would  haue  flalde. 
Might  you  haue  had  your  will,  as  good  begin. 
At  firfl  as  laffc,  it  faues  vs  from  much  finne. 
Lying  alone,  we  mufe  on  things  and  things, 
And  in  our  mindes,  one  thought  another  brings. 
This  maides  life  mother  is  an  idle  life,  i6<^o 

Therefore  lie  be,  I,  I  will  be  a  wife. 
And  mother  do  not  miflrurfl  my  age  or  power, 
I  am  fiiihcient,  I  lacke  neere  an  houre, 
I  had  both  wit  to  graunt  when  he  did  woe  me. 
And  flrength  to  beare  what  ere  hee  can  doe  to  me. 

Mif.  Bar.  Well  bold-face,  but  I  meane  to  make  yee  flay, 
Go  to,  come  from  him,  or  ile  make  yee  come, 
Will  yee  not  come? 

Fhil.  Mother,  I  pray  forbearc, 
This  matche  is  for  my  fifter,  *^7o 

Mif.  Bar.  Villaine  tis  not, 
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Nor  file  fhall  not  be  fb  matcht  now. 

Thil.  In  troth  (he  fhall,  and  your  vnaille  hate. 
Shall  not  nile  vs,  weele  end  all  this  debate. 
By  this  begun  deuife. 

Mift.  Bar.  I  end  what  you  begun,  villaines,  theeues, 
Giue  me  my  daughter,  wil  yee  rob  me  of  her? 
Helpe,  helpe,  theil  rob  me  heere,  theil  rob  me  heere, 
JEnter  Maijier  Barnes  and  bis  men. 

M.Ba.  How  now,what  outcry  is  heer?  why  how  now  worn  a?  i6%o 

Mif.  Bar.  Why  Gourfeys  fonne,  confederates  with  this  boy  e. 
This  wretch  vnnaturall  and  vndutifull, 
Seekes  hence  to  fleale  my  daughter,  will  you  fiiffer  it  ? 
Shall  he  thats  fonne  to  my  arche-enemie, 
Enioy  her  ?  haue  I  brought  her  vp  to  this  ? 

0  God  he  fhall  not  haue  her,  no  he  fhall  not. 

M.  Ba.  I  am  forry  fhe  knowes  it,  harke  yee  wife, 
Let  reafbn  moderate  your  rage  a  little. 
If  you  examine  but  his  birth  and  lining. 

His  wit  and  good  behauiour,  you  will  fay,  \6<)o 

Though  that  ill  hate  make  your  opinion  bad, 
He  dooth  deferue  as  good  a  wife  as  fhe. 

Enter  Mifirejfe  Gourfey  and  Coomes. 

Mif.  Bar.  Why  will  you  giue  confent  he  fhall  enioy  her  } 

M.  Bar.  I,  fb  that  thy  minde  would  agree  with  mine. 

Mif.  Bar.  My  minde  fhall  neere  agree  to  this  agreement. 

M.  Ba.  And  yet  it  fhall  go  forward,  but  who's  heere  .-^ 
What,  Miftreffe  Gourfey.,  how  knew  fhe  of  this.'' 

Vhil.  Franke.,  thy  mother. 

Fran.  Sownes  where  ?  a  plague  vpon  it,  »7oo 

1  thinke  the  diuell  is  fet  to  crofle  this  match. 

Mif.  Gou.  This  is  the  houfe  Dick  Coomes.,  &  yonders  light, 
Let  vs  go  neere :  how  now,  me  thinkes  I  fee 
My  fonne  fland  hand  in  hand,  with  Barnes  his  daughter ; 
Why  how  now  firra,  is  this  time  of  night. 
For  you  to  be  abroad,  what  haue  we  heere  } 
I  hope  that  loue  hath  not  thus  coupled  you } 

Fra.  Loue  by  my  troth  mother,  Loue,  fhe  loues  me. 
And  I  loue  her,  then  we  mufl  needs  agree. 

Mif  Bar 
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Mjf.  Bar.  I  but  He  keepe  her  fure  enough  from  thee.  17  lo 

Mif.  Gou.  It  fliall  not  neede,  He  keepe  him  late  enough, 
Be  fure  he  fhall  not  graft  in  iuch  a  Ilock, 

Mif.  Bar.  What  Ilock  forfboth  ?  as  good  a  ftocke  as  thine, 
I  do  not  meane  that  he  Ihall  graft  in  mine. 

Mif.  Gou.  Nor  (liall  he  miItrefle,harkeboy  ?  th'art  but  mad 
To  loue  the  branch,  that  hath  a  roote  fb  bad, 

Fran.  Then  mother,  ile  graft  a  Pippin  on  a  Crab. 

Mif  Gou.  It  will  not  prooue  well. 

Fra.  But  Ile  prooue  my  skill. 

Mif.  Bar.  Syr  but  you  fhall  not.  1710 

Fra.  Mothers  both  I  wil. 

M.  Bar.  Harke  Phillip,  fend  away  thy  fifter  flraight, 
Let  Frauncis  meete  her  where  thou  fhalt  appoint. 
Let  them  go  feuerall  to  fhunne  fufpition, 
And  bid  them  goe  to  Oxford  both  this  night. 
There  to  morrow  lay  that  we  will  meete  them, 
And  there  determine  of  their  mariage. 

Fhil.  I  will,  though  it  be  very  late  and  darke. 
My  filler  will  endure  it  for  a  husband. 

M.  Bar.  Well  then  at  Carfolkes  boy,  I  meane  to  meet  them.  1730 

Fhil.  Enough,  would  they  would  begin  to  chide.       Exit. 
For  I  would  haue  them  brawling,  that  meane  while. 
They  may  fleale  hence,  to  meete  where  I  appoint  it : 
What  mother,  will  you  let  this  match  go  forward : 
Or  miflrelle  Gourfey  will  you  firfl  agree.-* 

Mif.  Gou.  Shall  I  agree  firfl? 

Phil.  I  why  not,  come,  come. 

Mif.  Gou.  Come  from  herfonne,  &  if  thou  lou'fl  thy  mother. 

Mi.  Bar.  With  the  like  fpell,  daughter  I  coniure  thee. 

Mif.  Gour.  Francis.,  by  faire  means,let  me  win  thee  from  hir,  174° 
And  I  will  gild  my  bl effing  gentle  fonne. 
With  flore  of  Angels,  I  would  not  haue  thee 
Check  thy  good  fortune,  by  this  cufning  choife, 
O  doe  not  thrall  thy  happy  libertie. 
In  fuch  a  bondage,  if  thou'lt  needs  be  bound, 
Be  then  to  better  worth,  this  worthlefle  choife 
Is  not  fit  for  thee. 

Mif.  Bar.  Tit 
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MJJi.  Bar.  Ift  not  fit  for  him,  wherefore  ift  not  fit  ? 
Is  he  too  braue  a  Gentleman  I  pray, 

No  tis  not  fit,  (he  fhall  not  fit  his  turne,  ^7jo 

If  fhe  were  wife,  fhe  would  be  fitter  for 
Three  times  his  better,  minion  go  in,  or  He  make  yee, 
He  keepe  ye  fafe  from  him  I  warrant  yee. 

Mif.  Gou.  Come  Frauncis,  come  from  her. 

Fran.  Mothers,  with  both  hands,  fhoue  I  hate  from  loue, 
That  like  an  ill  companion  would  infect, 
The  infant  minde  of  our  affection. 
Within  this  cradell  fhall  this  minuts  babe, 
Be  laide  to  reft,  and  thus  He  hug  my  ioy. 

Mif.  Gou.  Wilt  thou  be  obftinate,  thou  felfe  wild  boy?  1750 

Nay  then  perforce  He  parte  yee  fince  yee  will  not. 

Coom.  Doe  yee  heere  miftrefle,  praye  yee  giue  me  leaue  to 
talke  two  or  three  colde  words  with  my  young  Maifter,  harke 
yee  fyr,  yee  are  my  maifters  ibnne,  and  fb  fborth,  and  indeed  I 
beare  yee  fbme  good  will,  partly  for  his  lake,  and  partlye  for 
your  owne,  and  I  do  hope  you  doe  the  like  to  me,  I  fhould  be 
lorry  els :  I  muft  needs  fay  yee  are  a  yong  man,  and  for  mine 
owne  part,  I  haue  feene  the  world,  and  I  know  what  belongs 
to  caules,  and  the  experience  that  I  haue,  I  thanke  God  I  haue 
traueld  for  it.  1770 

Fra.  Why  how  farre  haue  yee  traueld  for  it  ? 

Boy.  From  my  maifters  houle  to  the  Ale-houfe, 

Coom.  How  fir.''         Boy.  So  fir, 

Coom.  Goe  to  I  pray,  correct  your  boye,  twas  neere  a  good 
world,  fince  a  boye  would  face  a  man  fb. 

Fra.  Go  to  forward  man. 

Coomes.  Well  fir,  fb  it  is,  I  would  not  wifh  ye  to  marry  with- 
out my  miftris  confent. 

Franke.  And  why  ? 

Coomes.  Naye,  theres  neere  a  why,  but  there  is  a  wherefore,  1780 
I  haue  knowne  fome  haue  done  the  like,  and  they  haue  daunft 
a  Galliard  at  Beggers  bufh  for  it. 

Boy.  At  Beggers  bufh,  heere  him  no  more  Maifter,  he  doth 
be  dawbe  yee  with  his  durty  fpeeche :  do  yee  heere  fir,  how 
farre  ftands  Beggers  buflie  from  your  fathers  hoiife  fyr .''    why 
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thou  whorfbn  refuge  of  a  Taylor,  that  wert  prentife  to  a  Tay- 
lor halfe  an  age,  and  becaufe  if  thou  hadf  t  ferued  ten  ages  thou 
wouldil  prooue  but  a  botcher,  thou  leapft  from  the  fhop  board 
to  a  Blew  coate:  dooth  it  become  thee  to  vfe  thy  termes  fb? 
well  thou  degree  aboue  a  hackney,  and  ten  degrees  vndcr  a  1790 
Page,  fowe  vp  your  lubber  hppes,  or  tis  not  your  fwordc  and 
Bucklar,  fhall  keepe  my  Poynard  from  your  breit. 

Coomes.  Do  yee  heere  fir,  this  is  your  boye. 

Fra.  How  then  ? 

Coomes.  You  mufl  breech  him  for  it. 

Fra.  Mull  I  ?  how  if  I  will  not. 

Coomes.  Why  then  tis  a  fine  world,  when  boyes  keep  boyes, 
and  know  not  how  to  vfe  them. 

Fra.  Boye,  yee  rafcall. 

Mif.  Gour.  Strike  him  and  thou  darfl.  1800 

Coomes.  Strike  me,  alas  he  were  better  flrike  his  father, 
Sownes  go  to,  put  vp  your  Bodkin. 

Fra.  Mother  fland  by,  He  teach  that  rafcall. 

Coomes.  Go  to,  giue  me  good  words,  or  by  Gods  dines  He 
buckle  yee,  for  all  your  bird-fpit. 

Fra.  Will  you  fb  fir  ? 

Fhi.  Staye  Franke,  this  pitche  of  Frenfey  will  defile  thee, 
Meddle  not  with  it,  thy  vnreprooued  valour. 
Should  be  high  minded :  couche  it  not  fb  lowe, 
Dooll  heere  me?  take  occafion  to  flip  hence,  18 10 

But  fecretly,  let  not  thy  mother  fee  thee. 
At  the  backe  fide  there  is  a  cunnie  greene. 
Stay  there  for  me,  and  Mall  and  I  will  come  to  thee. 

Fra.  Enough,  I  will :  Mother  you  doe  me  wrong, 
To  be  fb  peremptorie  in  your  commaund, 
And  fee  that  rafcall  to  abufe  me  fo. 

Coomes.  Rafcall,  take  that  and  take  all,  do  yee  heare  fir,  I  doc 
uot  meane  to  pocket  vp  this  wrong. 

Boy.  I  know  why  that  is.     Coomes.  Why  .'* 

Boy.  Becaufe  you  haue  nere  a  pocket.  i8io 

Com.  A  whip  lira,  a  whip :  but  fir,  prouide  your  tooles  againft 
to  morrow  morning,  tis  fbmewhat  darke  now  indeede,  you 
know  Dawfons  dole,  betweene  the  hedge  and  the  pond,  tis 

H  good 
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good  euen  ground,  He  meete  you  there,  and  I  do  not,  call  me 
cut,  and  you  be  a  man  fhowe  your  felfe  a  man,  week  haue  a 
boute  or  two,  and  fo  weele  part  for  that  prefent. 

Fra.  Well  fir,  well. 

Nkh.  Boye,  haue  they  appointed  to  fight? 

Boy.  I  Nicholas,  wilt  not  thou  go  fee  the  fraye  ? 

Nkh.  No  indeed,  euen  as  they  brew  lb  let  them  bake,  1 1830 
will  not  thrufi:  my  hand  into  the  flame  and  neede  not,  tis  not 
good  to  haue  an  oare  in  another  mans  boate,  little  {aid  is  fbone 
amended,  and  in  little  medling  commeth  great  refi:,  tis  good 
fleeping  in  a  whole  skin,  fb  a  man  might  come  home  by  wee- 
ping crofle :  no  by  lady,  a  friend  is  not  {q  Ibone  gotten  as  loft, 
blefled  are  the  peace-makers,  they  that  fl;rike  with  the  fword, 
fhall  be  beaten  with  the  fcabberd. 

Phil.  Well  laid  prouerbes,  nere  another  to  that  purpole  ? 

Nich.  Yes,  I  could  haue  laid  to  you  fyr,  take  heede  is  a  good 

Phil.  Why  to  me  take  heed?  (reede.  1840 

Nich.  For  happy  is  he  whom  other  mens  harmes  do  make  to 

Phi.  O  beware  Franke,  flip  away  Mall.,  (beware, 

You  know  what  I  told  yee.  He  hold  our  mothers  both  in  talke 
meane  while :  Mother  and  Miflrefl^  Barnes,  me  thinkes  you 
fliould  not  Hand  in  hatred  {o  hard  one  with  another. 

Mi.  Bar.  Should  I  not  fir  ?  fliould  I  not  hate  a  harlot, 
That  robs  me  of  my  right,  vilde  boye? 

Mif.  Gour.  That  title  I  returne  vnto  thy  teeth, 
And  fpit  the  name  of  harlot  in  thy  face. 

Mtf.  Bar.  Well,  tis  not  time  of  night  to  hold  out  chat,  iSyo 

With  fiich  a  fcold  as  thou  art,  therefore  now, 
Thinke  that  I  hate  thee  as  I  do  the  diuell. 

Mif.  Gour.  The  diuell  take  thee  if  thou  doofl:  not  wretch. 

Mif.  Bar.  Out  vpon  thee  fbrumpet. 

Mif  Gou.  Out  vpon  thee  harlot. 

Mif  Bar.  Well,  I  will  finde  a  time  to  be  reuengd : 
Meane  time  He  keepe  my  daughter  from  thy  fonne. 
Where  are  yee  minion  ?  how  now  are  yee  gone. 

Phil.  She  went  in  mother. 

Mif  Gour.  Francis  where  are  yee?  (gether.  \%6q 

Mif  Bar.  He  is  not  heere,  o  then  they  flipt  away,  &  both  to- 
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Phi.  He  aflureyee  no,  my  filler  flie  went  in,  into  the  houfe. 

Mif.  Bar.  But  then  flieelc  out  againe  at  the  backe  doore. 
And  meete  with  him,  but  I  will  iearch  about 
Ail  thefe  fame  fields  and  paths  neere  to  my  houfe. 
They  are  not  far  I  am  fure,  if  I  make  haft.       Exit. 

Mif.  Gour.  O  God  how  went  he  hence  ?  I  did  not  fee  him. 
It  was  when  Barnfes  wife  did  fcolde  with  me, 
A  plague  vpon  her,  Dick  why  didfl  not  thou  looke  to  him  ? 

Coom.  What  fhould  I  looke  for  him  ?  no,  no,  I  looke  not  for  1870 
him  while  to  morrow  morning. 

Mif.  Gou.  Come  go  with  me  to  helpe  me  looke  him  out, 
Alas,  I  haue  nor  light,  nor  Lincke,  nor  Torche, 
Though  it  be  darke,  I  will  take  any  paines. 
To  crofle  this  matche,  I  prithee  Dicke  away. 

Coo?ns.  Miflrefle,  becaufe  I  brought  yee  out.  He  bring  yee 
home,  but  if  I  fhould  follow,  fb  hee  might  haue  the  law  on  his 
fide. 

Mi.  Gou.  Come  tis  no  matter,  prithee  go  with  me.   Exeunt. 

M.  Bar.  Phillip.,  thy  mothers  gone  to  feeke  thy  filler,  1880 

And  in  a  rage  I  faith,  but  who  comes  heere  ? 

Phil.  Olde  maifler  Gomfej,  as  I  thinke  tis  he. 

M.  Bar.  Tis  fo  in  deed.        M.  Gour.  Who's  there  ? 

M.  Bar.  A  friend  of  yours. 

M.  Gou.  What  maifler  Barries  did  yee  not  fee  my  wife  ? 

M.  Bar.  Yes  fir  I  faw  her,  fhe  was  heere  euen  now. 

M.  Gou.  I  doubted  that,  that  made  me  come  vnto  you : 
But  whether  is  ihe  gone  ? 

Phil.  To  feeke  your  fonne,  who  flipt  away  from  her. 
To  meete  with  Mall  my  filler  in  a  place  1890 

Where  I  appointed :  and  my  mother  too, 
Seekes  for  my  filler,  fb  they  both  are  gone. 
My  mother  hath  a  Torche,  mary  your  wife 
Goes  darkling  vp  and  downe,  and  Coomes  before  her. 

M.  Gou.  I  thought  that  knaue  was  with  her,  but  tis  well, 
I  pray  God  they  may  come  by  nere  a  light. 
But  both  be  led  a  darke  daunce  in  the  night. 

Hod.  Why  is  my  fellow  Dick  in  the  darke  with  my  Miflres, 
I  praye  God  they  be  honefl,  for  there  may  be  much  knauerie 
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in  the  Darke,  faith  if  I  were  there,  I  would  haue  fome  knauery  1900 
with  them,  good  maiflerwill  ye  carry  the  torcheyour  felfe,  & 
giue  me  leaue  to  play  at  blind  man  bufFe  with  my  Miltrefle. 

?hil.  On  that  condition  thou  wilt  doo  thy  beft, 
To  keepe  thy  Miflrefle,  and  thy  fellow  Dicke, 
Both  from  my  fifter,  and  thy  maifters  fbnne, 
I  will  entreate  thy  Maifter  let  thee  goe. 

Hodge.  0  1,1  warrant  yee,  lie  haue  fine  tricks  to  coufen  them. 
M.  Gour.  Well  fir,  then  go  your  wayes,  I  giue  you  leaue. 
Hodge.  O  braue,  but  where  about  are  they  ?  (them. 

Thi.  About  our  cunny  green  they  fiirely  are,  if  thou  canft  find  19 10 
Hodge.  O  let  me  alone  to  grope  for  Gunnies.     Exit. 
Phil.  Well,  now  will  I  to  Franhe  and  to  my  fifler, 
Stand  you  two  hearkning  neere  the  cunny  greene, 
But  fure  your  light  in  you  mull  not  be  leene, 
Or  els  let  Nicholas  ftand  a  far  off  with  it. 
And  as  his  life  keepe  it  from  Miflres  Gourfey. 
Shall  this  be  doone  ?     M.  Bar.  Phillip  it  fhall, 
Phil.  God  be  with  ye,  ile  be  gone.         Exit. 
M.  Bar.  Come  on  mailter  Gourfey^  this  fame  is  a  meanes, 
To  make  our  wiues  friends,  if  they  refill  not.  1920 

M  Gour.  Tutfyr,  how  fb  euer  it  fhall  go  forward, 
M.  Bar.  Come  then  lets  do,  as  Phillip  hath  aduifd.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Mall.  Sc.  ix 

Mall.  Heere  is  the  place  where  Phillip  bad  me  flay. 
Till  Francis  came,  but  wherefore  did  my  brother 
Appoint  it  heere.?  why  in  the  Cunny  borough."^ 
He  had  Ibme  meaning  in't  I  warrant  yee, 
Well  heere  lie  fet  me  downe  vnder  this  tree. 
And  thinke  vpon  the  matter  all  alone. 

Good  Lord  what  pritty  things  thefe  Cunny es  are,  1930 

How  finely  they  do  feed  till  they  be  fat. 
And  then  what  a  fweete  meate  a  Cunny  is. 
And  what  fmooth  skins  they  haue,  both  blacke  and  graye. 
They  fay  they  runne  more  in  the  night  then  day. 
What  is  the  reafbn .?  marke,  why  in  the  light. 
They  fee  more  paflengers  then  in  the  night. 
For  harmfull  men  many  a  haye  do  fet : 
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And  laugh  to  fee  them  tumble  in  the  net, 

And  they  put  ferrets  in  the  holes,  fie,  fie, 

And  they  go  vp  and  downe  where  conneies  lie,  1940 

And  they  ly  Itill,  they  haue  fo  little  wit, 

I  maru'le  the  Warriner  will  fuffer  it, 

Nay,  nay,  they  are  fo  bad,  that  they  themfelues 

Do  giue  confent  to  catch  thefe  prettie  elfes. 

How  if  the  Warriner  fliould  fpie  me  here  ? 

He  would  take  me  for  a  conny  I  dare  fweare. 

But  when  that  Francis  comes,  what  will  he  fay  ? 

Looke  boy  there  lies  a  conney  in  my  way : 

But  foft,  a  light,  whofe  that?  foule  my  mother. 

Nay  then  all  hid,  I  faith  (lie  fhall  not  fee  me,  19J0 

He  play  bo  peepe  with  her  behind  this  tree. 

Mif.  Bar.  I  maruell  where  this  Wench  do  hide  her  lelfe 
So  clolely  ?  I  haue  fearcht  in  many  a  bufh, 

Mai.  Belike  my  mother  tooke  me  for  a  Thrufh. 

Mif.  Ba.,.  Shees  hid  in  this  fime  Warren  He  lay  money. 

Mai.  Clofe  as  a  rabbet  fucker  from  an  olde  conney. 

Mif.  Bar.  O  God,  I  would  to  God  that  I  could  find  her, 
I  would  keepe  her  from  her  loues  toyes  yet. 

Mai.  I  fo  you  might  if  your  daughter  had  no  wit. 

Mif.  Bar.  What  a  vilde  girle  tis  that  would  hau't  lb  young,    i960 

Mai.  A  murren  take  that  defembling  tongue, 
Ere  your  calues  teeth  were  out  you  thought  it  long. 

Mif  Bar.  But  minion,  yet  He  keepe  you  from  the  man. 

Mai.  To  faue  a  lie  mother,  fay  if  you  can. 

Mif.  Bar.  Well,  now  to  looke  for  her. 

Mai.  I  theres  the  fpight, 
What  tricke  fhall  I  now  haue  to  fcape  her  hght.? 

Mif  Bar.  Whofe  there .''  what  minion  is  it  you  ? 
Befhrew  her  heart,  what  a  fright  Ihe  put  me  to, 
But  I  am  glad  I  found  her,  though  I  was  afraide,  '97o 

Come  on  your  waies,  you'r  a  handfome  maide. 
Why  you  foorth  a  doores  fo  late  at  night } 
Why  whether  go  ye }  come  ftand  flill  I  fay. 

Mai.  No  indeed  mother,  this  is  my  belt  way. 

Mif  Bar.  Tis  not  the  befl  way,  fland  by  me  I  tell  ye. 

H   I  Mai.  No 


A  pleafant  Comedie  of  the  two 

Mai.  No  you  would  catch  me  mother,  o  I  fmell  ye. 

Mif.  Bar  Will  ye  not  fbnd  ftill  ? 

Mai.  No  by  Ladie  no. 

Mif.  Bar.  But  I  will  make  ye.    Mai.  Nay  then  trip  and  go. 

MijBar.  MillrelTe,  He  make  ye  wearie  ere  I  haue  done.         1980 

Mai.  Faith  mother  then  He  trie  how  you  can  runne, 

Mif.  Bar.  Will  ye? 

Mai.  Yes  faith.  Exeunt. 

Enter.     Fran.  Mai.,  fweet  heart,  MaP.  what  not  a  word } 

Boy.  A  little  further  maifter  call  againe. 

Fran.  Why  Mai,  I  prethie  fpeake,  why  Mai  I  fay  ? 
I  know  thou  art  not  farre,  if  thou  wilt  fpeake,  why  Mall, 
But  now  I  fee  fhees  in  her  merrie  valne. 
To  make  me  call  and  put  me  to  more  paine. 
Well,  I  mufl  beare  with  her,  fheel  beare  with  me,  1990 

But  I  will  call,  leafl  that  it  be  not  fb. 
What  Mai  ?  what  Mall  I  fay,  boy  are  we  right .? 
Haue  we  not  mift  the  way  this  fame  darke  night  ? 

Boy.  Made  it  may  be  fb  as  I  am  true  man, 
I  haue  not  feen  a  cunny  fince  I  came. 
Yet  at  the  connyborow  we  Ihould  meete. 
But  harke,  I  heare  the  trampling  of  fbme  feete. 

Fran.  It  may  be  fo,  then  therefore  lets  lie  dole, 

Mif.  Gou.  Where  art  thou  Dicke  ? 

Coom.  Where  am  I  quoth  a,  marie  I  may  bee  where  any  bo-  2000 
die  will  fay  I  am,  eyther  in  France  or  at  Rome,  or  2xjerufalem 
they  may  fay  I  am,  for  I  am  not  able  to  difprooue  them,  becaufe 
I  cannot  tell  where  I  am. 

Mif.  Gou.  O  what  a  blindfold  walke  haue  we  had  Dicke, 
To  feeke  my  fonne,  and  yet  I  cannot  finde  him .? 

Coom.  Why  then  Miflreffe  lets  go  home. 

Mif.  Gou.  Why  tis  fo  darke  we  fhall  not  finde  the  way. 

Fran.  I  pray  God  ye  may  not  mother  till  it  be  day. 

Coom.  Sbloud  take  heed  miflreffe  heres  a  tree. 

MiJ.  Gou.  Lead  thou  the  way,  and  let  me  hold  by  thee  2010 

Boy.  Dicke  Cootnes,  what  difference  is  there  between  a  blind 
man,  and  he  that  cannot  fee  ^ 

Fian.  Peace,  a  poxe  on  thee. 

Coom.  Swounds 
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Coom.  Swoiinds  fbme  bodie  fpake. 

Mif.  Gou.  Dicke  looke  about, 
It  may  be  here  we  may  finde  them  out. 

Coom.  I  fee  the  glimpes  of  fbme  bodie  here, 
And  ye  be  a  fprite  He  traie  the  bug  beare. 
There  a  goes  miftreile, 

Mif.  Gou.  O  fir  haue  I  fpide  you  ?  loio 

Fran.  A  plague  on  the  boy,  twas  he  that  defcried  me.  Exeunt 

Phil.  How  like  a  beauteous  Ladie  mafkt  in  blacke,  Sc.  x 

Lookes  that  fame  large  cercumference  of  heauen. 
The  fkye  that  was  fo  faire  three  houres  ago. 
Is  in  three  houres  become  an  Etheope, 
And  being  angrie  at  her  beauteous  change, 
She  will  not  haue  one  of  thofe  pearled  1  tarres. 
To  blab  her  fable  metamorphefie. 
Tis  very  darke,  I  did  appoynt  my  fifter, 

To  meete  me  at  the  cunnie  berrie  below,  1030 

And  Francis  too,  but  neither  cani  fee. 
Belike  my  mother  hapned  on  that  place. 
And  fraide  them  from  it,  and  they  both  are  now 
Wandring  about  thefe  fields,  how  Ihall  I  finde  them  ? 
It  is  fb  darke,  I  fcarce  can  fee  my  hand, 
Why  then  He  hollow  for  them,  no  not  fo. 
So  will  his  voyce  betray  him  to  our  mothers. 
And  if  he  anfwere,  and  bring  them  where  he  is. 
What  (hall  I  then  do  ^  it  muft  not  be  fo .? 

Sblould  it  muft  be  fo,  how  elfe  I  pray  .?  104" 

Shall  I  ftand  gaping  here  all  night  till  day  ? 
And  then  be  nere  the  neere,  fo  ho,  fo  ho. 

fVill.  So  ho,  I  come,  where  are  ye  .-^  where  art  thou  ?  here. 

Phil.  How  now  Franke,  where  hafl  beene  ? 

fVill.  Franke,  what  Franke  "^  fbloud  is  fir  Raph  mad,  heres 

Phil.  I  haue  not  bin  much  priuate  with  that  voyce,  (the  bow 
Me  thinkes  Franke  Gourfies  talke  and  his  doth  tell  me, 
I  am  miftaken,  efpecially  by  his  bow, 
Franke  had  no  bow,  well,  I  will  leaue  this  fellow, 
And  hollow  fomewhat  farther  in  the  fields,  -oj* 

Doofl  thou  heare  fellow,  I  perceiue  by  thee, 

That 
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That  we  are  both  miftaken,  I  tooke  thee 

For  one  thou  art  not,  likewife  thou  tookft  mee 

For  fir  Raph  Smithy  but  fure  I  am  not  hee, 

And  fb  farewell,  I  mull  go  feeke  my  friend,  fb  ho : 

fVill.  So  ho,  fb  ho,  nay  then  fir  Raph  fb  whore, 
For  a  whore  ihe  was  lure,  if  you  had  her  here 
So  late,  now  you  are  fir  Raph  Smith, 
Well  do  ye  counterfeit  and  change  your  voyce, 
But  yet  I  know  ye,  but  what  fhould  be  that  Francis  ?  io5o 

Belike  that  /^ra^^a'j"  cuflend  him  of  his  wench, 
And  he  conceals  himfelfe  to  finde  her  out, 
Tis  fb  vpon  my  life,  well  I  will  go 
And  helpe  him  ring  his  peale  of  fo  ho,  fb  ho. 

Enter  Franke. 

Fran.  A  plague  on  Coomes,  a  plague  vpon  the  boy, 
A  plague  too,  not  on  my  mother  for  an  hundreth  pound, 
Twas  time  to  runne,  and  yet  I  had  not  thought 
My  mother  could  haue  followed  me  fb  clofe. 
Her  legges  with  age  I  thought  had  foundered,  1070 

She  made  me  quite  runne  through  a  quickfet  hedge. 
Or  Ihe  had  taken  me :  well  I  may  fay, 
I  haue  runne  through  the  briers  for  a  wench. 
And  yet  I  haue  her  not,  the  woorfe  lucke  mine. 
Me  thought  I  heard  one  hollow  here  about, 
I  iudge  it  Phillip,  O  the  flaue  will  laugh 
When  as  he  heares  how  that  my  mother  fcarde  me. 
Well,  heere  He  Hand  vntill  I  heare  him  hollow. 
And  then  He  anf\vere  him,  he  is  not  farre. 

Rap.  My  man  is  hollowing  for  me  vp  and  downe,  2080 

And  yet  I  cannot  meete  with  him,  fb  ho : 

Fran.  So  ho. 

Rap.  Why  what  a  poxe,  wert  thou  fb  neere  me  man, 
And  wouldft  not  fpeake  ? 

Fran.  Sbloud  ye're  very  hot. 

Ra.  No  fir  I  am  colde  enough  with  ftaying  here 
For  luch  a  knaue  as  you. 

Fran.  Knaue,  how  now  Phillip  ?  art  mad,  art  mad  ? 

Ra.  Why  art  not  thou  my  man } 

Fran.  Indeed 
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Fran.  Indeed  a  bowe,  iono 

Might  fhoote  me  ten  bowes  downe  the  weather  (b, 
I  your  man.  Rap.  What  art  thou  then  ? 

Hollow  -within  Phillip  and  Will. 

Fran.  A  man,  but  whats  thy  name? 

Ra.  Some  call  me  Raph. 

Fran.  Then  honeft  Raph  farewell. 

Ra.  Well  faid familiar/^///,  plaine  Raph  I  faith. 

Fran.  There  calles  my  man. 

Ra.  But  there  goes  mine  away. 
And  yet  He  heare  what  this  next  call  will  fay,  2100 

And  here  He  tarrie  till  he  call  againe. 

IVil.  So  ho.     Fran.  So  ho,  where  art  thou  'Phillip  ? 

mi.  Sblould  Philip, 
But  now  he  calde  me  Francis,  this  is  fine. 

Fran.  Why  lludie  fl:  thou .?  I  prethie  tell  me  Phillip., 
Where  the  whench  is  ? 

JVil.  Euen  now  he  askt  me  Francis  for  rhe  wench, 
And  now  he  askt  me  Phillip  for  the  wench, 
Well  fir  Raph  I  mult  needs  tell  ye  now, 

Tis  not  for  your  credit  to  be  foorth,  mo 

So  late  a  wenching  in  this  order. 

Fran.  Whats  this,  fb  late  a  wenching  doth  he  fay  } 
Indeed  tis  true,  I  am  thus  late  a  wenching. 
But  I  am  fbrc'it  to  wench  without  a  wench. 

Wil.  Why  then  you  might  haue  tane  your  bow  at  firfl, 
And  gone  and  kilde  a  bucke,  and  not  haue  been 
So  long  a  drabbing,  and  be  nere  the  neere. 

Fran.  Swounds  what  a  puflell  am  I  in  this  night. 
But  yet  He  put  this  fellow  farther, 

Dooft  thou  heare  man  '^.    I  am  not  fir  Raph  Smith,  mo 

As  thou  dooft  thinke  I  am,  but  I  did  meete  him, 
Euen  as  thou  faieft  in  purfuite  of  a  wench, 
I  met  the  wench  too,  and  flie  askt  for  thee. 
Saying  twas  thou  that  wert  her  loue,  her  deare, 
And  that  fir  Raph  was  not  an  honelt  knight, 
To  traine  her  thether,  and  to  vfe  her  fb. 

fVil.  Sbloud  my  wench,  fwounds  were  he  ten  fir  Raphes. 
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Fran.  Nay  tis  tme,  looke  to  it,  and  fo  farewell.       Exit. 

IVil.  Indeed  I  do  loue  Nan  our  darie  maide. 
And  hath  he  traine  her  foorth  to  that  intent?  ^13° 

Or  for  another,  I  carrie  his  croflebow, 
And  he  doth  crolTe  me,  (hooting  in  my  bow. 
What,  fhall  I  do  ?  Enter  Phillip. 

?hil.  So  ho  ?    Raph.  So  ho. 

Phil.  Francis  art  thou  there  ? 

Ra.  No  heres  no  Francis,  art  thou  Will  my  man  ? 

Phil.  Will  foole  your  man,  will  afgo  e  your  man, 
My  backe  fir  fcornes  to  weare  your  liuerie. 

Raph.  Nay  fir  I  mooude  but  fiich  a  queflion  to  you. 
And  it  hath  not  difparegd  you  I  hope,  »r4o 

Twas  but  mifl;aking,  fiich  a  night  as  this 
May  well  deceiue  a  man,  God  boye  fir. 

Phil.  Gods  will  tis  fir  Raph  Smith,  a  vertuous  knight, 
How  gently  entertaines  he  my  hard  anfwere  ? 
Rude  anger  made  my  tongue  vnmannerly 
I  crie  him  mercie,  well,  but  all  this  while, 
I  cannot  finde  a  Francis,  Francis  ho? 

Wil.  rFancis  ho,  o  you  call  Francis  now. 
How  haue  ye  vfile  my  Nan  ?  come  tell  me  how. 

Phil.  Thy  Nan,  what  Nan?  11  jo 

IVil.  I,  what  Nan  now,  fay,  do  you  not  feeke  a  wench  ? 

Phil.  Yes  I  do. 

IVil.  Then  fir  that  is  (he. 

Phil.  Art  not  thou  I  met  withall  before  ? 

JVil.  Yes  fir,  and  you  did  counterfeit  before, 
And  laid  to  me  you  were  not  fir  Raph  Smith. 

Phil.  No  more  I  am  not,  I  met  fir  Raph  Smith., 
Euen  now  he  askt  me  if  I  faw  his  man. 

JVil.  O  fine. 

Phil.  Why  firra  thou  art  much  deceiued  in  me,  n^o 

Good  faith  I  am  not  he  thou  thinkfl  I  am. 

JVil.  What  are  ye  then  ? 

Phil.  Why  one  that  feekes  one  Francis  and  a  wench. 

JVil.  And  Francis  leekes  one  Phillip  and  a  wench. 

Phil.  How  canfl  thou  tell  ? 
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IVil.  Imet  him  feeking  Phillip  and  a  wench, 
As  I  was  feeking  fir  Raph  and  a  wench. 

'Phil.  Why  then  I  know  the  matter,  we  met  croffc, 
And  fo  we  mifl,  now  here  we  finde  our  lolfc, 
Well,  if  thou  wilt,  we  two  will  keepe  togither,  2170 

And  lb  we  fliall  meet  right  with  one  or  other. 

JVil.  I  am  content,  but  do  you  heare  me  fir  ? 
Did  not  fir  Raph  Smith  aske  ye  for  a  wench  ? 

Phil.  No  I  promife  thee,  nor  did  he  looke  for  any 
But  thy  felfe,  as  I  could  gelTe. 

JVil.  why  this  is  ftraunge,  but  come  fir  lets  away, 
I  feare  that  we  ihall  walke  here  till  it  be  day.       Exeunt. 

Enter  Boy.  O  God  I  haue  runne  fb  farre  into  the  winde,  that 
I  haue  ainne  my  felfe  out  of  winde,  they  fay  a  man  is  neere  his 
end  when  helackes  breath,  and  I  am  at  the  end  of  my  race,  for  2180 
I  can  nm  no  farther  then  here  I  be  in  my  breath  bed,  not  in  my 
death  bed. 

Enter  Coomes. 
Coom.  They  fay  men  moyle  and  toyle  for  a  poore  liuing,  fo  I 
moyle  and  toyle,  and  am  liuing  I  thanke  God,  in  good  time 
be  it  fjx)ken,  it  had  been  better  for  me  my  miflreffe  angcll  had 
beene  li^ht,  for  then  perhappes  it  had  not  lead  mee  into  this 
darknefle,  well,  the  diuell  neuer  blefles  a  man  better,  when  hee 
purfes  vppe  angelles  by  owlight,  I  ranne  through  a  hedge  to 
take  the  boy,  but  I  ftuck  in  the  ditch,  and  loft  the  boy :  fwounds  2 190 
a  plague  on  that  clod,  that  mowlhil,that  ditch,  or  what  the  diucl 
fb  ere  it  were,  for  a  man  cannot  fee  what  it  was,  well,  I  would 
not  fbr  the  prize  of  my  fword  and  buckler,  any  body  fhould 
fee  me  in  this  taking,  for  it  would  make  me  but  cut  off  their  legs 
for  laughing  at  me,  well,  downe  I  am,  and  downe  I  meane  to 
be,  becaufe  I  am  wearie,  but  to  tumble  downe  thus,  it  was  no 
part  of  my  meaning,  then  fince  I  am  downe,  here  He  rclt  mc, 
and  no  man  fliall  remooue  me. 

Enter  Hodge. 

Hodge.  O  I  haue  fport  in  cony  Ifaith,  I  haue  almoft  burftc  2 100 

I  1  nw 


A  pleafant  Comedie  of  the  two 

my  feife  with  laughing  at  miltrefle  Barnes,  fhe  was  following 
of  her  daughter,  and  I  hearing  her,  put  on  my  fellow  Dickes 
fword  and  buckler,  voyce,  and  his  flvounds  and  sbloud  words, 
and  led  her  fuch  a  dance  in  the  darke  as  it  pafles,  heerelhee  is 
quoth  I,  where  quoth  fhe  ?  here  quoth  I,  O  it  hath  been  a  braue 
here  &  there  night,  but  O  what  a  fbft  natured  thing  the  durt  is? 
how  it  wonld  endure  my  hard  treading,  and  kiffe  my  feete  for 
acquaintance,  and  how  courteous  and  mannerly  were  the 
cloddes,  to  make  me  flumble  onely  of  purpole  to  entreate 
me  lye  downe  and  reft  me,  but  now  and  I  could  find  my  fellow  liio 
Dicke,  I  would  play  the  knaue  with  him  honeftly  I  faith,  Wei, 
I  will  grope  in  the  darke  for  him,  or  He  poke  with  my  ftaffe  like 
a  blinde  man,  to  preuent  a  ditch.  He  jlmnbles  vpon 

Coom.  Whole  that  with  a  poxe  ?  Dicke  Coomes, 

Hod.  Who  art  thou  with  a  peftilence  ? 

Coom.  Why  I  am  Dicke  Coomes  ? 

Hod.  What  haue  I  found  thee  Dicke  ?  nay  then  I  am  for  ye 
Dicke,  Where  are  ye  Dicke  ? 

Coom.  What  can  I  tell  where  I  am  ? 

Hod.  Can  ye  not  tell,  come,  come,  yee  waight  on  your  mi-  2220 
ftreffe  well,  come  on  your  waies,  I  haue  fought  you  till  I  am 
wearie,  and  calde  ye  till  I  am  hoarfe,  good  Lord  what  a  iaunt  I 
haue  had  this  night,  hey  ho  ? 

Coom.  Ifl  you  miftrelfe  that  came  ouer  mee,  fbloud  twerea 
good  deed  to  come  ouer  you  for  this  nights  worke,  I  cannot 
afFoorde  all  this  paines  for  an  angell  I  tell  yee  true,  a  kifle  were 
not  caft  a  way  vppon  a  good  fellow,  that  hath  defemed  more 
that  way  then  a  kifle,  if  your  kindneflfe  would  afFoorde  it  him. 
What,  fhall  I  hau't  miftreffe  ? 

Hod.  Fie,  fie,  I  muft  not  kifle  my  man.  2230 

Coom.  Nay,  nay,  nere  fland,  fhall  I  ?  fliall  I  ?  no  bodie  fees, 
fay  but  I  fhall,  and  He  fmacke  ye  foundly  I  faith. 

Hod.  Away  bawdie  man,  in  trueth  He  tell  your  maifler. 

Coom.  My  maifler,  go  to,  nere  tell  me  of  my  maifler,  he  may 
pray  for  them  that  may,  he  is  paft  it,  and  for  mineowne  part,  I 
can  do  fomewhat  that  way  I  thanke  God,  I  am  not  now  to 
learne,  and  tis  your  part  to  haue  your  whole  defire.  Hod.  Fie, 
fie,  I  am  alTiamed  of^you,  would  you  tempt  your  miftrefle  to 
lewdnelFe  ?  Coo?n.  To 
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Cootn.  To  lewdnefle,  no  by  my  troth,  thcr's  no  fuch  matter  2140 
in't,  itis  for  kindnefle,  and  by  my  troth  if  you  like  my  gentle 
offer,  you  fh;dl  haue  what  courteoufly  I  can  atfoorde  yee. 

Hodge.  Shall  I  indeed  Dicke  ?  I  faith,  if  I  thought  no  body 
would  fee. 

Coomes.  Tufh,  feare  not  that,  fwoncs  they  mult  haue  Cattcs 

Hodge.  Then  kiile  me  Dick.  (eyes  then. 

Coomes.  A  kinde  wenche  I  faith,  where  are  ye  Miltreile  ? 

Hodge.  Heere  Dick,  o  I  am  in  the  darke,  Dick  go  about. 

Coom.  Nay,  lie  grope  fure,  where  are  yee  .'^     Hodge.  Heere. 

Coom.  A  plague  on  this  poaib,  I  would  the  Carpenter  had  zijo 
bin  hangd  that  fet  it  vp  for  me,  where  are  yee  now  ^ 

Hodge.  Heere.  Exit. 

Coom.  Heere,  o  I  come,  a  plague  on  it,  I  am  in  a  pond  miftres. 

Hod.  Ha,ha,Ihaueled  him  into  a  pond,  where  artthou  Dick? 

Coomes.   Vp  to  the  middle  in  a  pond. 

Hodg.  Make  a  Boate  of  thy  Buckler  then,  and  fwim  out,  are 
yee  lb  hot  with  a  pox  }  would  you  kifle  my  miltrelle,  coole  yee 
there  then  good  Dick  Coomes,  o  when  he  comes  foorth,  the 
skirts  of  his  Blew  coate  will  drop  like  a  paint-houfe,  O  that  I 
could  fee  and  not  be  feene,  how  he  would  Spaniell  it,  &  Ihake  ii6o 
himfelfe  when  he  comes  out  of  the  pond,  but  He  be  gone,  for 
now  heele  fight  with  a  flye,  if  he  but  buze  in  his  eare.      Exit. 

Enter  Coomes. 

Coo7n.  Heeres  fo  hoing  with  a  plague,  lb  hang  and  yee  will 
for  I  haue  bin  almoft  drownd,  a  pox  of  your  lippes,  and  ye  call 
this  killing :  yee  talke  of  a  drownd  Rat,  but  twas  time  to  fwim 
like  a  Dog,  I  had  bin  feru'd  like  a  drowned  Cat  els,  I  would  he 
had  digd  his  graue  that  digd  the  pond,  my  feete  were  fbule  in- 
deed, but  a  lelle  pale  then  a  pond  would  haue  femed  my  turne 
to  wafhe  them  :  a  man  flidl  be  ferued  thus  al waves,  when  hee  2270 
follow es  any  of  thefe  females,  but  tis  my  kind  heart  that  makes 
me  thus  forward  in  kindnes  vnto  them,  well  God  amend  the, 
and  make  them  thankfiill  to  them  that  would  doe  them  plca- 
fure,  I  am  not  drunke  I  would  ye  (liould  well  know  it,  &  yet  I 
haue  drunk  more  then  wil  do  me  good,  for  I  might  haue  had  a 
Pumpe  fet  vp,  with  as  good  March  Beere  as  this  was,  «&  nere 
fet  vp  an  Ale  bufh  for  the  matter  :  wel  I  am  fomwhat  in  wrotli, 
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I  nnifl  needs  lay,  and  yet  I  am  not  more  angrie  then  wife,  nor 
more  wife  then  angrie,  but  He  fight  with  the  next  man  I  meet, 
and  it  be  but  for  hicke  fake,  and  if  he  loue  to  fee  him  felfe  hurt,  2280 
let  him  bring  light  with  him.  He  do  it  by  darkling  els  by  gods 
dines,  well  heere  will  I  walke  who  foeuer  fayes  nay. 

Enter  Nicholas. 

Nkh.  He  that  worle  may  muit  holde  the  Candle,  but  my 

Maifler  is  not  fo  wife  as  God  might  haue  made  him,  hee  is 

gone  to  feeke  a  Hayre  in  a  Hennes  neft,  a  Needle  in  a  Bottle 

of  Haye,  which  is  as  fildome  feene  as  a  blacke  Swan :  hee  is 

fjone  to  feeke  my  young  Miflrefle,  and  I  thinke  fhe  Is  better 
oft  then  found,  for  who  fb  euer  hath  her,  hath  but  a  wette 
Eele  by  the  taile,  but  they  may  do  as  they  lift,  the  law  is  in  their  2290 
owne  hands,  but  and  they  would  be  ruld  by  me,  they  fliould 
fet  her  on  the  Leland,  and  bid  the  Diuell  Iplit  her,  belhrew  her 
fingers  (hee  hath  made  me  watch  palt  mine  hower,  but  He 
watch  her  a  good  turne  for  it. 

Cooms.  How,  whole  that  Nicholas!  fb,  firft  come  firft  feru'd, 
I  am  for  him :  how  now  prouerbe,  prouerbe,  sbloud  how  now 
prouerbe } 

Nkh.  My  name  is  Nicholas,  Richard :  and  I  knowe  your 
meaning,  and  I  hope  yee  meane  no  harme:  I  thankeyeelam 
the  better  for  your  asking.  2300 

Coom.  Where  haue  you  been  a  whoring  thus  late,  ha  ? 

Nkh.  Maifter  Richard  the  good  wife  would  not  feeke  her 
daughter  in  the  Ouen  vnlefle  fhe  had  been  there  her  felfe,  but 
good  Lord  you  are  knuckle  deepe  in  durte,  I  warrant  when 
he  was  in,  he  fwore  Walfingham,  and  chafte  terrible  for  the 
time,  looke  the  water  drops  from  you  as  fall  as  hops. 

Coomes.  What  needft  thou  to  care,  whipper-Ienny,  Tripe- 
cheeke,  out  you  fat  afle. 

Nkh.  Good  wordes  coft  nought,  ill  words  corrupts  good 
manners  Richard,  for  a  hafty  man  neuer  wants  woe,  and  I  had  2310 
thought  you  had  been  my  friend,  but  I  fee  all  is  not  golde  that 
glifters,  ther's  falfhood  in  fellowfhip,  a  mkus  certus  in  re  certa 
cemitur,  time  and  trueth  tryes  all,  and  tis  an  olde  Prouerbe,  & 
not  fb  old  as  true,  Bought  wit  is  the  beft,  I  can  fee  day  at  a  little 
hole,  I  know  your  minde  as  well  as  though  I  were  within  you, 
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tis  ill  halting  before  a  criple,  goe  to,  you  feeke  toquarrell,  but 
beware  of  had  I  wilt  :  Co  long  goes  the  potte  to  the  water,  at 
length  it  comes  home  broken,  I  know  you  are  as  good  a  man 
as  euer  drew  fword,  or  as  was  ere  girt  in  a  girdle,  or  as  ere  went 
on  Neats  leather,  or  as  one  fhall  fee  vpon  a  fummers  day,  or  as  xjio 
ere  lookt  man  in  the  face,  or  as  ere  trode  on  Gods  earth,  or  as 
ere  broke  bread,  or  drunke  drinke :  but  he  is  propper  that  hath 
propper  conditions,  but  be  not  you  like  the  Cowe  that  giues  a 
good  fope  of  milke  and  calts  it  downe  with  his  heeles,  I  fpcake 
plainely,  for  plaine  dealing  is  a  lewell,  and  he  that  vfeth  it  fhal 
dye  a  beggar,  well,  that  happens  in  an  hower,  that  happens  not 
in  feauen  yeares,  a  man  is  not  lb  fbone  whole  as  hurt,  and  you 
fliould  kill  a  man,  you  would  kilfe  his :  well,  I  fay  little,  but  I 
thinke  the  more  yet  He  giue  him  good  words,  tis  good  to  hold 
a  candle  before  the  diuell,  yet  by  Gods  me.  He  take  no  wrong,  2330 
if  hee  had  a  head  as  big  as  Brafle,  or  lookt  as  high  as  Poules 
fleeple. 

Coom.  Sirra,  thou  Grafhoper,  that  flialt  skip  from  my  fword 
as  from  a  Sithe,  He  cut  thee  out  in  coUops  and  egges,  in  fleakes, 
in  flifte  beefe,  and  frye  thee  with  the  fyer  I  (hall  Itrike  from  the 
pike  of  thy  Buckler. 

J\lkl).  I,  brags  a  good  dog,  threatned  folkes  line  long. 

Coomes.  What  fay  yee  fir  ? 

JSlkh.  Why  I  fay  not  fb  much  as  how  do  yee. 

Coom.  Do  yee  not  fb  fir  ?  134° 

Nich.  No  indeed,  what  fo  ere  I  thinke,  and  thought  is  free. 

Coomes.  You  whorefbn  Wafer-cake,  by  Gods  dines  He 
crufhe  yee  for  this. 

Nich.  Giue  an  inche  and  youle  take  an  elle,  I  will  not  put 
my  finger  in  a  hole  I  warrant  yee,  what  man,  nere  crowe  fb 
fait,  for  a  blinde  man  may  kill  a  Hayre,  I  haue  knowne  when 
a  plaine  fellow  hath  hurt  a  Fencer,  fo  I  haue :  What,  a  man 
may  bee  as  flowe  as  a  Snaile,  but  as  fierce  as  a  Lyon  and  hee 
bee  mooued:  Indeed  I  am  patient  I  muft  needes  fay,  for  pa- 
tience in  aduerfitie,  brings  a  man  to  the  three  Cranes  in  the  ii^o 
Ventree. 

Coomes.  Do  yee  heere,  fet  downe  your  Torche,  drawe,  fight, 

I  am  for  yee. 

Nich.  And 
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Nich.  And  I  am  for  yee  too,  though  it  be  from  this  mid- 
night to  the  next  morne. 

Coomes.  Where  be  your  tooles  ? 

Nk/j.  Within  a  mile  of  an  oke  fir,  hee's  a  proud  horfe  will 
not  carry  his  owne  prouender,  I  warrant  yee. 

Coom.  Now  am  I  in  my  quarrelling  humor,  and  now  can  I 
fay  nothing  but  fbwnes  draw,  but  He  vntrus,  &  then  haueto  it.  1^60 

Enter  Hodge  and  Boye. 

Hodge.  Whofe  there,  Boye  .^  honefl  Boye,  well  met,  where 
haft  thou  bin  ? 

Boy.  O  Hodge,  Dicke  Coomes  hath  been  as  good  as  a  crye 
of  Hounds,  to  make  a  breathd  Hayre  of  me,  but  didll  thou  fee 
my  maifter? 

Hodge.  I  met  him  euen  now,  and  he  askt  me  for  thee,  and 
he  is  gone  vp  and  downe,  who  ing  like  an  Owle  for  thee. 

Boy.  Owle,  yee  Afle. 

Hodge.  Afle,  no  nor  glafle,  for  then  it  had  bin  Owleglafle,  1370 
but  whofe  that  Boye  ? 

Boy.  By  the  mafle  tis  our  Coomes  and  Nicholas,  &  it  feemes 
they  are  prouiding  to  fight. 

Hodge.  Then  we  fhall  haue  fine  fport,  I  faith  firra,  lets  fland 
clofe,  and  when  they  haue  fought  about  or  two,  weele  runne 
awya  with  the  Torche,  &  leaue  the  to  fight  darkling,  fhall  we .'' 

Boy.  Content,  He  get  the  Torche,  ftand  clofe, 

Coomes.  So  now  my  backe  hath  roome  to  reache,  I  doe  not 
loue  to  be  lac't  in,  when  I  goe  to  lafe  a  rafcall,  I  pray  God  Ni- 
cholas prooue  not  a  flye:  it  would  doe  me  good  to  deale  with  2380 
a  good  man  now,  that  wee  might  haue  halfe  a  dozen  good 
fmart  ftroakes,  ha  I  haue  feene  the  day,  I  could  haue  daunft  in 
my  fight,  one,  two,  three,  fbure  and  fine,  on  the  head  of  him  : 
fix,  feauen,  eyght,  nine  &  ten,  on  the  fides  of  him,  and  if  I  went 
fb  fer  as  fifteen,  I  warrant  I  Ihewd  him  a  trick  of  one  and  twen- 
tie  :  but  I  haue  not  fought  this  foure  dayes,  and  I  lacke  a  little 
practife  of  my  warde,  but  I  fhall  make  a  fhift,  ha  clofe,  are  yee 
difpofed  fir  ? 

Nkh.  Yes  indeed,  I  feare  no  colours,  change  fides  Richard. 

Coomes.  Change  the  gallowes,  He  fee  thee  hangd  fiiil.  2390 

Nkh.  Well,  I  fee  the  foole  will  not  leaue  his  bable  for  the 
Tower  of  London.  Coomes. 
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Coom.  Foole  yee  Roge,  nay  then  fall  to  it. 

Nkh.  Good  Goofe  bite  not. 

Coomes.  Sbloud  how  purfey  I  am,  well  I  fee  excrcife  is  all,  I 
muft  practife  my  weapons  oftner,  I  mufl  haue  a  goale  or  two 
at  Foote-ball,  before  I  come  to  my  right  kinde,  giue  me  thy 
hand  Nicholas,  thou  art  a  better  man  then  I  tookc  thee  fbr, 
and  yet  thou  art  not  fb  good  a  man  as  I. 

Nkh.  You  dwell  by  ill  neighbours  Richard,  that  makes  yee  1400 
praife  your  felfe. 

Coomes.  Why  I  hope  thou  wilt  fay  I  am  a  man  ? 

Nkh.  Yes  He  fay  fb,  if  I  fhould  fee  yee  hangd. 

Coomes.  Hangd  yee  Roge,  nay  then  haue  at  yee,  fbwnes  the 
light  is  gone. 

Nkh.  0  Lord,  it  is  as  darke  as  Pitche. 

Coomes.  Well  heere  He  lye  with  my  Buckler  thus,  leafl  lin- 
king vp  and  downe  at  randall,  the  roge  might  hurt  me,  for  I 
cannot  fee  to  faue  it,  and  He  holde  my  peace,  leaft  my  voyce 
fhould  bring  him  where  I  am.  »4io 

Nkh.  Tis  good  to  haue  a  cloake  for  the  raine,  a  bad  fliift  is 
better  then  none  at  all.  He  fit  heere  as  if  I  were  as  dead  as  a 
doore  naile.  Enter  ^.  Barnes  andM.  Gourfey. 

M.  Gou.  Harke,  theres  one  holloes. 

M.  Bar.  And  theres  another. 

M.  Gou.  And  euery  where  we  come,  I  heere  fome  hollo. 
And  yet  it  is  our  haps  to  meete  with  none. 

M.  Bar.  I  maruell  where  your  Hodge  is,  and  my  man  .^ 

M.  Gou.  I  and  our  wiues,  we  cannot  meete  with  them, 
Nor  with  the  boye,  nor  Mall.,  nor  Frank e,  nor  Phillip :  14x0 

Nor  yet  with  Coomes,  and  yet  we  nere  ftode  flill. 
Well  I  am  very  angry  with  my  wife, 
And  fhe  fhall  finde  I  am  not  pleafd  with  her. 
If  we  meete  nere  fo  foone,  but  tis  my  hap, 
She  hath  had  as  blind  a  iourney  ont  as  we. 
Pray  God  fhe  haue,  and  worfe  if  worfe  may  be. 

M  Bar.  This  is  but  fhort  liu'de  enuie  Maifler  Gourfej^ : 
But  come,  what  fay  yee  to  my  pollicie."^ 

M.  Gou.  I  faith  tis  good,  and  we  will  practife  it. 
But  fir  it  muft  be  handeled  cunningly,  143° 
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Or  all  is  mard,  our  wiues  haue  fubtill  heads, 
And  they  will  foone  perceiue  a  drift  deuile. 
Enter  Sir  Raphe  Smith. 

J^aphe.  So  ho.  M.  Gou.  So  ho. 

Raph.  Whofe  there  ?  M.  Bar  Heeres  on  or  two. 

Raph.  Is  Will  there.?  M.  Bar  No,  FhilUp'> 

M.  Gour  Franke  ?  S.  Raph.  No,  no. 

Was  euer  man  deluded  thus  like  me, 
I  thinke  fome  fpirit  leads  me  thus  amifTe : 

As  I  haue  often  heard,  that  fome  haue  bin  thus  in  the  nights.    2440 
But  yet  this  mafes  me  where  ere  I  come, 
Some  askes  me  ftill  for  Franke  or  Phillip., 
And  none  of  them  can  tell  me  where  Will  is. 

/F/7/.  Soho.?  PMSoho.  They  hollo 

Hodge.  So  ho  ?  Boye.  So  ho  ?  within. 

Raph.  Sownes  now  I  heere  fbure  hollo  at  the  leaft. 
One  had  a  little  voice,  then  thats  the  wench 
My  man  hath  loft,  well  I  will  anfwere  all,  fbho. 

Hodge.  Whope,  whope.         Raph.  Whofe  there  will .? 

Hodge.  No  fir,  honeft  Hodge :  but  I  pray  yee  lir  did  yee  not  14^0 
meete  with  a  boye  with  a  Torche,  he  is  runne  away  from  me 
a  plague  on  him. 

Raph.  Hey  day,  from  Franke  and  Phillip  to  a  Torche, 
And  to  a  Boye,  nay  fownes  then  hap  as  twill. 

M.  Gour.  Who  goes  there  ? 

Will.  GefTe  heere.       M.  Bar  Phillip. 

IVill.  Phillip,  no  faith,  my  names  Will,  ill  will,  for  I  was  ne- 
uer  worfe,  I  was  euen  now  with  him,  and  might  haue  beene 
ftill,  but  that  I  fell  into  a  ditch  and  loft  him,  and  now  I  am  go- 
ing vp  and  downe  to  feeke  him.  ^4^0 

M.  Gour.  What  wouldft  thou  doo  with  him. 

Will.  Why  I  would  haue  him  go  with  me  to  my  maifters. 

M.  Gou.  Whofe  thy  maifter  '^. 

Will.  Why  fir  Raphe  Smith,  and  thether  he  promift  me  he 
would  come,  if  he  keepe  his  worde  fo  tis. 

M.  Bar.  What  was  a  doing  when  thou  firft  foundft  him, 

WilLWhy  he  holloed  for  one  Frauncis,  and  Frauncis  hollod 
for  him,  I  hallod  for  my  maifter,  and  my  maifter  for  me,  but  we 

mift 


angrie  women  of  Abington. 

mifl  flill  meeting  contrary,  Phillip  and  Francis  with  mc  &  my 
maifler,  and  I  and  my  maiiter  with  Phillip  and  Franke.  1470 

M.  Gour.  Why  wherefore  is  fir  Raphe  fo  late  abroadc  ? 

fVill.  Why  he  ment  to  kill  a  Biicke,  He  fay  fo  to  faue  his  ho- 
neftie,  but  my  Nan  was  his  marke,  and  he  fent  me  for  his  bow, 
and  when  I  came,  I  hollod  for  him,  but  I  neuer  fiw  llich  lucke 
to  mifle  him,  it  hath  almoit  made  me  mad. 

M.  Bar.  Well  ftay  with  vs,  perhaps  fir  Raphe  and  he, 
Will  come  anon,  harke  I  do  heere  one  hollo. 

Enter  Phillip. 

Phil.  Is  this  broad  waking  in  a  winters  m'ght, 
I  am  broad  walking  in  a  winters  night :  1480 

Broad  indeed,  becaufe  I  am  abroad, 
But  thefe  broad  fields  me  thinks  are  not  fo  broad. 
That  they  may  keepe  me  foorth  of  narrow  ditches, 
Heers  a  hard  w^orld,  for  I  can  hardly  keep  my  felf  vpright  in  it, 
I  am  maruellous  dutifiill,  but  fo  ho. 

fVill.  So  ho.  Phil.  VVhofe  there  ? 

fVill.  Heeres  will.       Phil.  What  Will,  how  fcapft  thou  ? 

ff^ilL  What  fir  ? 

Phil.  Nay,  not  hanging,  but  drowning, 
Wert  thou  in  a  pond  or  a  ditche  ?  1490 

fVill.  A  peftilence  on  it,  ifb  you  Phillip,  no  faith,  I  was  but 
durty  a  little,  but  heeres  one  or  two  askt  for  yee. 

Phil.  Who  be  they  man  ? 

M.  Bar.  Philip,  tis  I  and  Maifler  Gourfey. 

Phil.  Father,  O  Fathet  I  haue  heard  them  fay, 
The  dayes  of  ignorance  are  pafl  and  done, 
But  I  am  fure  the  nights  of  ignorance 
Are  not  yet  palt,  for  this  is  one  of  them, 
But  w^heres  my  fifler  ? 

M.  Ba.  Why  we  cannot  tell.    Phil.  Wheres  Francis  ?  i  ^  00 

M.  Gour.  Neither  faw  we  him.    Phil  Why  this  is  fine. 
What  neither  he,  nor  I,  nor  fhe  nor  you. 
Nor  I,  nor  fhe,  nor  you,  and  I  tell  now. 
Can  meet,  could  meet,  or  ere  I  thinke  fliall  meete, 
Call  ye  this  wooing,  no  tis  Chriltmas  fport  of  Hob  ma  blind, 
All  blind,  all  feek  to  catch,  all  milFe  :  but  who  comes  heere  ? 
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Enter  Franke  and  his  Boye. 

Fm.  O  haue  I  catcht  yee  fir,  it  was  your  dooing, 
That  made  me  haue  this  pretty  dance  to  night, 
Had  not  you  fpoake,  my  mother  had  not  fcard  me,  lyio 

But  I  will  fwinge  ye  for  it. 

Vhtl.  Keepe  the  Kings  peace. 

Fra.  How  ?  art  thou  become  a  Conflable  ? 
Why  Phillip  where  haft  thou  bin  all  this  while  ? 

Phil.  Why  where  you  were  not,  but  I  pray  whers  my  lifter  ? 

Fran.  Why  man  I  fawe  her  not,  but  I  haue  fought  her  as  I 

Phil.  A  Needle  haue  yee  not  ?  (fliould  feeke. 

Why  you  man  are  the  needle  that  {he  feekes, 
To  worke  withall,  well  Francis  do  you  heere, 
You  muft  not  anfwere  lb,  that  you  haue  fought  her,  i  j2o 

But  haue  yee  found  her,  faith  and  if  you  haue, 
God  giue  yee  ioy  of  that  ye  found  with  her, 
I  faw  her  not,  how  could  I  finde  her. 

M.  Gou.  Why  could  yee  milfe  from  Maifter  Barnfes  houfe 
vnto  his  Cunnyberry  ? 

Fran.  Whether  I  could  or  no,  father  I  did. 

Phil.  Father  I  did,  well  Franke  wilt  thou  beleeue  me. 
Thou  dooft  not  know  how  much  this  fame  doth  greeue  me : 
Shall  it  be  faid  thou  mift  fb  plaine  a  way. 
When  as  fb  faire  a  wenche  did  for  thee  ftay.  1^30 

Fra.  Sownes  man. 

Phi.  Sownes  man,  and  if  thou  hadft  bin  blinde, 
The  cunny-borow  thou  needft  muft  finde : 
I  tell  thee  Francis^  had  it  bin  my  cafe, 
And  I  had  bin  a  woer  in  thy  place, 
I  would  haue  laide  my  head  vnto  the  ground, 
And  fented  out  my  wenches  way  like  a  Hound : 
I  would  haue  crept  vpon  my  knees  all  night. 
And  haue  made  the  flint  ftones  Linckes  to  giue  me  light. 
Nay  man  I  would.  zf4o 

Fran.  Good  Lord  what  you  would  doe, 
Well  we  fhall  fee  one  day  how  you  can  woe. 

M.  Gou.  Come,  come,  we  fee  that  we  haue  all  bin  croft. 
Therefore  lets  go,  and  feeke  them  we  haue  loft.      Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Mai.  Am  I  alone  ?  doth  not  my  mother  come  ?     &.  xi 
Her  torch  I  fee  not,  which  I  well  might  fee, 
If  any  way  fhe  were  comming  towcrd  me. 
Why  then  belike  fhees  gone  fome  other  way. 
And  may  fhe  go  till  I  bid  her  turne, 

Farrefhall  her  way  be  then,  and  little  faire,  25  jo 

For  file  hath  hindered  me  of  my  good  turne, 
God  fend  her  wet  and  wearie  ere  fhe  turne, 
I  had  beene  at  Oxenford,  and  to  morrow, 
Haue  beene  releafl  from  all  my  maidens  fbrrow, 
And  tafted  ioy,  had  not  my  mother  bin, 
God  I  befeech  thee  make  it  her  woorit  finne. 
How  many  maides  this  night  lies  in  their  beddes, 
And  dreame  that  they  haue  loft  their  maidenheads, 
Such  dreames,  fuch  flumbers  I  had  to  enioyde. 
If  waking  mallice  had  not  them  deflroyde,  aj6o 

A  flarued  man  with  double  death  doth  die, 
To  haue  the  meate  might  faue  him  in  his  eye, 
And  may  not  haue  it,  fo  am  I  tormented. 
To  flarue  for  ioy  I  fee,  yet  am  preuented, 
Well  Franke,  although  thou  woedfl  and  quickly  wonne, 
Yet  fhall  my  loue  to  thee  be  neuer  done. 
He  runne  through  hedge  and  ditch,  through  brakes  &  briers, 
To  come  to  thee,  fble  Lord  of  my  defires, 
Short  woeing  is  the  befl,  an  houre,  not  yeares, 
For  long  debating,  loue  is  full  of  feares,  zjzo 

But  harke,  I  heare  one  tread,  o  wer't  my  brother. 
Or  Franke,  or  any  man,  but  not  my  mother. 

S.  Rap.  O  when  will  this  fame  yeare  of  night  haue  end  ? 
Long  lookt  for  dales  funne,  when  wilt  thou  afcend  ? 
Let  not  this  theefe  friend  miltie  vale  of  night, 
Incroach  on  day,  and  fhadow  thy  faire  light, 
Whilfl  thou  com'fl  tardie  from  thy  Thetis  bed, 
Blufhing  foorth  golden  haire  and  glorious  red, 
O  ftay  not  long  bright  lanthorne  of  the  day. 
To  light  my  mill  way  feete  to  my  right  way.  lySo 

Mai.  It  is  a  man,  his  big  voyce  tels  me  fb, 
Much  am  I  not  acquainted  with  it  tho, 

K  I  And 
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And  yet  mine  eare  founds  true  diftinguilher, 

Boyes  that  I  haue  beene  more  familiar 

With  it  then  now  I  am,  well,  I  do  iudge, 

It  is  not  enuies  fellon  not  of  grudge, 

Therefore  He  plead  acquaintance,  hier  his  guiding, 

And  buy  of  him  fome  place  of  clofe  abiding. 

Till  that  my  mothers  malice  be  expired. 

And  we  may  ioy  in  that  is  long  defired,  w  hofe  there  ?  2  590 

Ra.  Are  ye  a  maide  ?  no  queftion  this  is  (he, 
My  man  doth  mifle,  faith  fince  flie  lights  on  me, 
I  do  not  meane  till  day  to  let  her  go, 
For  what  flie  is  my  mans  loue  I  will  know, 
Harke  ye  maide,  if  maide,  are  ye  {o  light. 
That  you  can  fee  to  wander  in  the  night  ? 

Mai.  Harke  ye  true  man,  if  true,  I  tell  ye  no, 
I  cannot  fee  at  all  which  way  I  go. 

Ra.  Faire  maide  ift  fb,  fay,  had  ye  nere  a  fall  ? 

Mai.  Faire  man  not  fb,  no  I  had  none  at  all.  Kfoo 

Ra.  Could  you  not  ftumble  on  one  man  I  pray  ? 

Mai.  No,  no,  fiich  blocke  till  now  came  in  my  way. 

Ra.  Am  I  that  blocke  fweete  tripe,  then  fall  and  trie, 

Mai.  The  grounds  too  hard,  a  feather-bed,  not  I. 

Ra.  Why  how  and  you  had  met  with  fuch  a  f tumpe  ? 

Mai.  Why  if  he  had  been  your  height  I  meant  to  iumpe. 

Ra.  Are  ye  fb  nimble }     Mai.  Nimble  as  a  Doe. 

Ra.  Backt  in  a  Pie.     Mai.  Of  ye. 

Ra.  Good  meate  ye  know. 

Mai.  Ye  hunt  fometimes,    Ra.  I  do.    Mai.  What  take  ye?,  ztfio 

Ra.  Deare.  Mall.  You'l  nere  ftrike  rafcall  ? 

Ra.  Yes  when  ye  are  there, 

Mai  Will  ye  ftrike  me?  Rap.  Yes,  will  ye  flrike  againe? 

Mai.  No  fir,  it  fits  not  maides  to  fight  with  men, 

Ra.  I  wonder  wench  how  I  thy  name  might  know, 

Mai.  Why  you  may  finde  it  fir  in  the  Chriltcroffe  row. 

Rap.  Be  my  Schoolemiflreffe,  teach  me  how  to  fpell  it, 

Mai.  No  faith,  I  care  not  greatly  if  I  tell  it, 
My  name  is  Marie  BarTies. 

Ra.  Yioyfj  \7tnc\  Mall  Barnes}    .^<z/.  The  verie  fame.         ^^-o 

Rap.  Why 
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Rap.  Why  this  is  ftraunge. 

Mai.  I  pray  fir  whats  your  name? 

Rap.  Why  fir  Raph  Smith  doth  wonder  wench  at  this. 
Why  whats  the  caufe  thou  art  abroad  {o  late  ? 

Mai.  What  fir  Raph  Smith,  nay  then  I  will  difclofe. 
All  the  whole  caufe  to  him,  in  him  repole. 
My  hopes,  my  loue,  God  him  I  hope  did  lend, 
Our  loues  and  both  our  mothers  hates  to  end. 
Gentle  fir  Raph  if  you  my  blufh  might  fee. 

You  then  would  fay  I  am  afhamed  to  be  2(^30 

Found  like  a  wandring  Itray  by  fuch  a  knight. 
So  farre  from  home  at  fuch  a  time  of  night, 
But  my  excufe  is  good,  loue  firfl  by  fate, 
Is  croll,  controlde,  and  fundered  by  fell  hate, 
Franke  Gourfey  is  my  loue,  and  he  loues  me, 
But  both  our  mothers  hate  and  difagree, 
Our  fathers  like  the  match,  and  wifli  it  done. 
And  fb  it  had,  had  not  our  mothers  come. 
To  Oxford  we  concluded  both  to  go, 

Going  to  meete,  they  came,  we  parted  fb,  i<54o 

My  mother  followed  me,  but  I  ran  fafl, 
Thinking  who  went  from  hate  had  need  make  hafte. 
Take  me  (he  cannot  though  flie  ftill  purfue. 
But  now  fweete  knight,  I  do  repofe  on  you. 
Be  you  my  Orator  and  plead  my  right. 
And  get  me  one  good  day  for  this  bad  night. 

Rap.  Alas  good  heart,  I  pittie  thy  hard  hap, 
And  He  employ  all  that  I  may  for  thee, 
Franke  Gourfey  wench,  I  do  commend  thy  choyfe, 
Now  I  remember  I  met  one  Francis  i<^to 

As  I  did  feeke  my  man,  then  that  was  he, 
And  Philip  too,  belike  that  was  thy  brother.  Why  now  I  find 
how  I  did  loofe  my  felfe.  And  wandring  vp  and  downe,  mi- 
taking  fb,  Giue  me  thy  hand  Mall,  I  will  neuer  leaue, 
Till  I  haue  made  your  mothers  friends  againe. 
And  purchafte  to  ye  both  your  hearts  delight. 
And  for  this  fame  one  bad,  many  a  good  night, 
Twill  not  be  long  ere  that  Aurora  will 

Deckt 
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Deckt  in  the  glorle  of  a  golden  funne, 

Open  rhe  chriltall  windowes  of  the  Eaft,  *^^° 

To  make  the  earth  enamourde  of  her  face, 

"When  we  fhall  haue  cleare  light  to  fee  our  way, 

Come,  night  being  done,  expect  a  happie  day.      Exeunt. 

Enter  Mtjirejfe  Barnes.  Sc.  xH 

Mif.  Bar.  O  what  a  race  this  peeuilh  girle  hath  led  me  ? 
How  fafl  I  ranne,  and  now  how  wearie  I  am, 
I  am  lb  out  of  breath  I  fcarfe  can  fpeake. 
What  {hall  I  do  ?  and  cannot  ouettake  her, 
Tis  late  and  darke,  and  I  am  far  from  home, 
May  there  not  theeues  lie  watching  here  about,  2^70 

Intending  mifchiefe  vnto  them  they  meete. 
There  may,  and  I  am  much  afraide  of  them, 
Being  alone  without  all  companie, 
I  do  repent  me  of  my  comming  foorth. 
And  yet  I  do  not,  they  had  elle  bene  married. 
And  that  I  would  not  for  ten  times  more  labour. 
But  what  a  winter  of  colde  feare  I  Hole, 
Freefing  my  heart  leaft  danger  fhould  betide  me, 
What  fhall  I  do  to  pur  chafe  companie  ? 

I  heare  feme  hollow  here  about  the  fields,  2680 

Then  here  He  fet  my  torch  vpon  this  hill, 
Whofe  light  fhall  beacon-like  conduct  them  to  it. 
They  that  haue  loft  their  way  feeing  a  light. 
For  it  may  be  feene  farre  off  in  the  night. 
Will  come  to  it,  well,  here  He  lie  vnfeene. 
And  looke  who  comes,  and  chufe  my  companie. 
Perhaps  my  daughter  may  firft  come  to  it. 

Mif.  Gou.  Where  am  I  now  .-^  nay  where  was  I  euen  now. 
Nor  now,  nor  then,  nor  where  I  fhall  be,  know  I, 
I  thinke  I  am  going  home,  I  may  as  well  2^90 

Being  going  from  home,  tis  fo  very  darke, 
I  cannot  fee  how  to  direct  a  ftep, 
I  loft  my  man  purfuing  of  my  fonne. 
My  fonne  efcapt  me  too,  now  all  alone, 
I  am  enforc'ft  to  wander  vp  and  downe, 
Barnfes  wife's  abroad,  pray  God  that  fhe. 

May 
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May  haiie  as  good  a  daunce,  nay  ten  times  woorfe. 

Oh  but  I  feare  fhe  hath  not,  (he  hath  light 

To  fee  her  way,  O  that  fame  bridge  would  breake, 

That  fhe  might  fall  into  fome  dcepe  digd  ditch,  1700 

And  eyther  breake  her  bones  or  drowne  her  felfe, 

I  would  thefe  mifchicfes  I  could  wifh  to  her, 

M/ight  light  on  her,  but  loft  I  fee  a  light, 

I  will  go  neere,  it  is  comfortable, 

After  this  nights  fad  fpirits  dulling  darknefle, 

How  now  ?  what  is  it  let  to  keepe  it  felfe  ? 

Mif.  Bar.  A  plague  ont,  is  fhe  there  ? 
Mif  Gou.  O  how  it  cheares  and  quickens  vp  my  thoughts. 

Mif.  Bar.  O  that  it  were  the  Bafleliskies  fell  eye. 
To  poyfon  thee.  1710 

MiJ.  Gou.  I  care  not  if  I  take  it. 
Sure  none  is  here  to  hinder  me, 
And  light  me  home. 

Mif.  Bar.  I  had  rather  fhe  were  hangd. 
Then  I  (hould  fet  it  there  to  do  her  good, 

Mif.  Gou.  I  faith  I  will. 
Mij.  Bar.  I  faith  you  fhall  not  miftrefle. 
He  venture  a  burnt  finger  but  lie  haue  it : 

Mif.  Gou.  Yet  Barnfes  wife  would  chafe  if  that  fhe  knew. 
That  I  had  this  good  lucke  to  get  a  light,  1710 

Mifi  Bar.  And  fb  fhe  doth  but  praife  your  lucke  at  parting. 

Mif.  Gou.  O  that  it  weere  her  light  good  faith,  that  ihe. 
Might  darkling  walke  about  as  well  as  I, 

Mif  Bar.  0  how  this  mads  me,  that  flie  hath  her  wifli, 

Mif.  Gou.  How  I  would  laugh  to  fee  her  trot  about. 

Mif.,  Bar.  Oh,  I  could  crie  for  anger  and  for  rage. 

M.f.  Gou.  But  who  fhould  fet  it  here  I  maru'le  a  gods  name .'' 

Mif  Bar.  One  that  will  hau'te  from  you  in  the  diuels  name. 

Mif.  Gou.  He  lay  my  life  that  it  was  Barnfes  fon. 

Mif.  Bar.  No  forfooth,  it  was  Barnfes  wife.  t.i\o 

Mif  Gou.  A  plague  vpon  her,  how  flie  made  me  Hart  ? 
Miftrefle  let  go  the  torch. 

Mif.  Bar.  No  but  I  will  not, 

Mif  Gou.  He  thrufl  it  in  thv  face  then. 

L  Mif  Bar    But 
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Mif.  Bar.  Bnt  you  (hall  not. 

Mif.  G'ou.  Let  go  I  fay. 

Mif.  Bur.  Let  you  go,  for  tis  mine, 

jmf.  Gou.  But  my  poiiefsion  faies  it  is  none  of  thine. 

Mif.  Bar.  Nay,  I  haue  holde  too, 

Mif.  Gou.  Well,  let  go  thy  hold,  or  I  will  fpurne  thee.  1740 

jMif.  Bar.   Do,  I  can  fpurne  thee  too. 

Mif.  Gou.  Canil  thou  ?     Mif.  Bar.  I  that  I  can. 
Enter  maifier  Gourlie  and  Barnes. 

M.  Gou.  Why  how  now  women,  how  vnlike  to  women 
Are  ye  both  now  ?  come  part,  come  part  I  fiy. 

M.,  Bar.  Why  what  immodellie  is  this  in  you  } 
Come  part  I  fay,  fie,  fie. 

Mif.  Bar.  Fie,  fie,  I  fiy  (he  fliall  not  haue  my  torch, 
Giue  me  thy  torch  boy,  I  will  runne  a  tilt, 
And  burne  out  both  her  eyes  in  my  encounter.  2750 

Mif.  Gou.  Giue  roome  and  let  vs  haue  this  hot  carerie. 

M.  Gou.  I  lay  ye  (hall  not,  wife  go  to,  tame  your  thoughts, 
That  are  fo  mad  with  fiirie. 

M.  Bar.  And  f^^eete  wife. 
Temper  your  rage  with  patience,  doe  not  be 
Subiect  fb  much  to  fiich  milgouernment. 

Mif.  Bar  Ihall  I  not  fir,  when  fiich  a  llrumpet  wrongs  me  ? 

M.  Gou.  How,  llrumpet  miftrefle  Barnes  ?  nay  I  pray  harke 
I  oft  indeed  haue  heard  ye  call  her  fb,  (ye. 

And  I  haue  thought  vpbn  it,  why  ye  fliould  xjCo 

Twit  her  with  name  of  llrumpet. 
Do  you  know  any  hurt  by  her,  that  you  terme  her  fb  ? 

M.  Bar.  No  on  my  life,  rage  onely  makes  her  fay  fb. 

M.  Gou.  But  I  would  know  whence  this  fame  rage  (hould 
Whers  fmoke,  theres  fier,  and  my  heart  mifgiues.         (come, 
My  wiues  intemperance  hath  got  that  name. 
And  millrefle  Barnes,  I  doubt  and  Ihrowdly  doubt, 
And  fome  great  caufe  begets  this  doubt  in  me. 
Your  hufband  and  my  wife  doth  wrong  vs  both. 

M.  Bar.  How  ?  thinke  ye  fo,  nay  maifier  Gourfey  then  1770 

You  runne  in  debt  to  my  opinion, 
Becaufe  you  pay  not  fuch  aduifed  wifedome. 
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As  I  thinke  due  vnto  my  good  conceit. 

M.  Gou.  Then  ftill  I  feare  I  fhall  your  debtcr  proouc. 
Then  I  arreft  you  in  the  name  of  loue, 
Not  bale,  but  prefent  anfwere  to  my  plea, 
And  in  the  Court  of  reafbn  we  will  trie. 
If  that  good  thoughts  fliould  beleeue  ieloufie. 

Phil.  Why  looke  ye  mother,  this  is  long  of  you, 
For  Gods  fake  father  harke,  why  thele  effects  1780 

Come  Hill  from  womens  malice :  part  I  pray. 
Comes,  fVil,  and  Hodge  come  all  and  helpe  vs  part  them, 
Father,  but  heare  me  fpeake  one  word,  no  more : 

Franke.  Father,  but  heare  him  fpeake,  then  vfe  your  will. 

Phil.  Crie  peace  betweene  ye  for  a  little  while. 

Mif.  Gou.  Good  hufband  heare  him  (peake. 

Mif.  Bar.   Good  hufband  heare  him. 

Coom.  Mailter  heare  him  fpeake,  hees  a  good  wife  young 
flripling,  for  his  yeares  I  tell  ye,  and  perhaps  may  fpeake  wifcr 
then  an  elder  bodie,  therefore  heare  him.  1790 

Hodg.  Maifter  heare  and  make  an  end,  you  may  kill  one  an- 
other in  ielt,  and  be  hanged  in  earnefl. 

M.  Gou.  Come  let  vs  heare  him,  then  fpeake  quickly  PhiHip. 
M.  Bar.  Thou  fhouldit  haue  don  ere  this,  fpeake  Phillip  fpeak  : 

Mif.  Bar.  O  Lord  what  halt  you  make  to  hurt  your  (elues, 
Good  Phillip  vfe  fome  good  perfwafions 
To  make  them  friends. 

Phil.,  Yes,  He  do  what  I  can. 
Father  and  mailler  Gourfey  both  attend, 

It  is  prefumption  in  fo  young  a  man,  *8oo 

To  teach  where  he  might  learne  or  be  derect, 
Where  he  hath  had  direction  but  in  dutie. 
He  may  perfwade  as  long  as  his  perfwafe. 
Is  backt  with  reafon  and  a  rightfldl  fute, 
Philickes  firft  rule  is  this,  as  I  haue  learned. 
Kill  the  effect  by  cutting  off  the  caufe,  The  fame  effects  of  ruf- 
fin  outrages,  Comes  by  the  caufe  of  malice  in  your  wiues, 
Had  not  they  two  bene  foes,  you  had  been  friends. 
And  we  had  beene  at  home,  and  this  fame  warre. 
In  peaceflill  fleepe  had  neare  beene  dreamt  vpon  -8 10 

L  2  Mother, 
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Mother,  and  miftrefle  Gourfey  to  make  them  friends. 

Is  to  be  friends  your  felues,  you  are  the  caufe, 

And  thefe  effects  proceed  you  know  from  you. 

Your  hates  giue  life  vnto  thefe  killing  flrifes. 

But  die,  and  if  that  enuye  die  in  you, 

Fathers  yet  ftay,  O  fpeake,  O  flay  a  while, 

Francis  perfwade  thy  mother,  maifter  Gourfey, 

If  that  my  mother  will  refolue  your  mindes, 

That  tis  but  meere  fufpect,  not  common  proofe, 

And  if  my  farher  fweare  hees  innocent,  i8zo 

As  I  durft  pawne  my  foule  with  him  he  is. 

And  if  your  wife  vow  trueth  and  conftancie, 

Will  you  be  then  perfwaded  ? 

M.  Gou.  Phillip,  if  thy  father  will  remit, 

the  wounds  I  gaue  him,  and  if  thefe  conditions 

May  be  performde,  I  bannifh  all  my  wrath. 

M.  Bar.  And  if  thy  mother  will  but  cleere  me  Phillip, 
As  I  am  readie  to  proteffc  I  am. 
Then  maifler  Gourfey  is  my  friend  againe. 

Fhil.  Harke  mother,  now  you  heare  that  your  defires  1830 

May  be  accomplifhed,  they  will  both  be  friends, 
If  you'l  performe  thefe  eafie  articles. 

Mif.  Bar.  Shall  I  be  friends  with  fuch  an  enemie  ? 

P/6/7,  What  fay  you  vnto  my  perfwafe  ? 

Mif.  Bar.  I  fay  fhees  my  deadly  enemie. 

Thil.  I  But  {he  will  be  your  friend  if  you  reuolt. 

MiJBar.  The  words  I  faid.  What  fhall  I  eate  a  trueth } 

Phil.  Why  harke  ye  mother. 

Fran.  Mother  what  fay  you } 

Mif.  Gou.  Why  this  I  fay,  fhe  flaundered  my  good  name.     2840 

Fran.  But  if  fhe  now  denie  it,  tis  no  defeme. 

Mif.  Gou.  What,  fhall  I  thinke  her  hate  will  yeeld  fo  much  } 

Fran.  Why  doubt  it  not,  her  fpirit  may  be  fuch, 

M.  Gou.  W  hy  will  it  be  ? 

Phil.  Yet  flay,  I  haue  fome  hope. 
Mother,  why  mother,  why  heare  ye, 
Giue  me  your  hand,  it  is  no  more  but  thus, 

Tis  eafie  labour  to  fhake  hands  with  her. 

A  little 
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A  little  breath  is  fpent  in  fpeaking  of  faire  words. 

When  wrath  hath  violent  deliuerie.  1850 

M.  Bar.  What  fhall  we  be  refolu'd  ? 

Mif.  Bar.  O  husband  ftay. 
Stay  Maifler  Gourfey.,  though  your  wife  dooth  hate  me, 
And  beares  vnto  me  mallice  infinite. 
And  endlefle,  yet  I  will  refpect  your  fafeties, 
I  would  not  haue  you  perifh  by  our  meanes, 
I  mult  confefle  that  onely  (ufpect, 
And  no  proofe  els,  hath  fed  my  hate  to  her. 

Mif.  Gou.  And  husband  I  proteft  by  heauen  and  earth, 
That  her  iufpect  is  caufles  and  vniull,  2860 

And  that  I  nere  had  fuch  a  vilde  intent, 
Harme  fhe  imaginde,  where  as  none  was  ment. 

Fhil.  Loe  fir,  what  would  yee  more  ? 

M.  Bar.  Yes  Phillip  this. 
That  I  confirme  him  in  my  Innocence, 
By  this  large  vniuerfe. 

M.Gou.  BythatI  fweare,Ile  credit  none  of  you,  vntill  I  heere 
Friendihip  concluded  ftraight  betweene  them  two, 
If  I  fee  that  they  willingly  will  doe. 

Then  ile  imagine  all  fufpition  ends,  1870 

I  may  be  then  allured  they  being  friends. 

Phil.  Mother  make  fijll  my  wifh,  and  be  it  fo. 

Mif.  Bar.  What  (hall  I  flie  for  friendfhip  to  my  foe .'' 

Phil.  No,  if  fhe  yeeld  will  you  ?  Mif  Bar.  It  may  be  I. 

Phil.  Why  this  is  well,  the  other  I  will  trie. 
Come  miflrefl^  Gourfey,  do  you  firlt  agree '? 

Mif.  Gou.  What  fhall  I  yeeld  vnto  mine  enemie? 

Phi.  Why  ifOie  will,  will  you  .?    Mi.  Gou.  Perhaps  I  will. 

Phil.  Nay  then  I  finde  this  goes  well  forward  ftill : 
Mother  giue  me  your  hand,  giue  me  yours  to,  1880 

Be  not  fo  loath,  fome  good  thing  I  muft  doe, 
But  lay  your  Torches  by,  I  like  not  them, 
Come,  come,  deliuer  them  vnto  your  men, 
Giue  me  your  hands,  fo  now  fir  heere  I  ftand, 
Holding  two  angrie  women  in  my  hand, 
And  I  mufl  please  them  both,  I  could  pleafe  tone, 

L    3  But 
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But  it  is  hard  when  there  is  two  to  one, 

Efpecially  of  women,  but  tis  fo. 

They  fhall  be  pleafd  whether  they  will  or  no, 

Which  will  come  firft  ?  what  both  giue  back,  ha,  neither  ?      1890 

Why  then  yond  may  helpe  that  come  both  together, 

So  Itand  Ml,  ftand  but  a  little  while, 

And  fee  how  I  your  angers  will  beguile, 

Well  yet  there  is  no  hurt,  why  then  let  me 

loyne  thefe  two  hands,  and  fee  how  theil  agree, 

Peace,  peace,  they  crie,  looke  how  they  friendly  kifle, 

Well  all  this  while  there  is  no  harme  in  this. 

Are  not  thefe  two  twins  ?  twins  (hould  be  both  alike, 

If  tone  fpeakes  faire,  the  tother  fhould  not  ftrike, 

lefus  thefe  warriours  will  not  offer  blowes,  1900 

Why  then  tis  f trange  that  you  two  (hould  be  foes, 

O  yes,  youle  fay  your  weapons  are  your  tongues. 

Touch  lip  with  lip  and  they  are  bound  from  wrongs. 

Go  to,  imbrace  and  fay  if  you  be  friends, 

That  heere  the  angrie  womens  quarrels  ends. 

Mi.  Gout.  Then  heere  it  ends,  if  miftres  Barnes  lay  fb. 

Mtf.  Bar.  If  you  fay  I,  I  lift  not  to  fay  no. 

M.  Gour.  If  they  be  friends,  by  promife  we  agree, 

M.  Bar.  And  may  this  league  of  friendfhip  euer  be. 

Phil.  What  faifl  thou  Franke,  doth  not  this  fall  out  well .-'      1910 

fra.  Yes  if  my  Mall^tiQ  heere,  then  all  were  well. 
Enter  Sir  Raphe  Smith  with  Mall. 

Raph.  Yonder  they  be  Mall,  flay,  fland  clofe  and  ftur  not 
Vntill  I  call :  God  faue  yee  Gentlemen. 

M.  Bar.  What  fir  Raphe  Smith  you  are  a  welcome  man. 
We  wondred  when  we  heard  you  were  abroad. 

S.  Raph.  Why  fir,  how  heard  yee  that  I  was  abroad  ? 

M.  Bar.  By  your  man.     Raph.  My  man,  where  is  he  ? 

fVill.  Heere  :    Raph.  O  yee  are  a  truftie  fquire. 

Nich.  It  had  bin  better  and  he  had  faid,  a  liire  carde.  19^0 

Phil.  Why  fir  .-^        Nich.  Becaufe  it  is  the  Prouerbe. 

Phil.  Away  yee  Afle. 

Nich.  An  AfTe  goes  a  fbure  legs,  I  go  of  two,  Chrifl  crofle. 

Phil.  Hold  your  tounge.    Nich.  And  make  no  more  adoe. 

M.  Gour.  Go 
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M.  Gou.  Go  to,  no  more  adoe,  gentle  fir  Raphe, 
Your  man  is  not  in  fault  for  milling  you, 
For  he  miftooke  by  vs  and  we  by  him. 

Raph.  And  I  by  you,  which  now  I  well  perceiue, 
But  tell  me  Gentlemen,  what  made  yee  all. 

Be  from  your  beds  this  night,  and  why  thus  late  1930 

Are  your  wiues  walking  heere  about  the  fileds? 
Tis  Itrange  to  fee  fuch  women  of  accoumpt, 
Heere,  but  I  gefle  fome  great  occaiion, 

M.  Gou.  Faith  this  occaiion  fir,  women  will  iarre, 
And  iarre  they  did  to  day,  and  fb  they  parted, 
We  knowing  womens  mallice  let  alone. 
Will  Canker  like  eate  farther  in  their  hearts, 
Did  feeke  a  foddaine  cure,  and  thus  it  was, 
A  match  betweene  his  daughter  and  my  fonne. 
No  fboner  motioned  but  twas  agreed,  1940 

And  they  no  fooner  faw  but  wooed  and  likte, 
They  haue  it  fought  to  crofle,  and  crofle  it  thus. 

Raph.  Fye  miltrefle  Barnes  and  miltrefle  Gourfey  both, 
The  greatefb  finne  wherein  your  foules  may  finne, 
I  thinke  is  this,  in  croffingof  true  loue. 
Let  me  perfwade  yee. 

Mif.  Bar.  Sir,  we  are  perfwaded. 
And  I  and  miitrelfe  Gourfey  are  both  friends. 
And  if  my  daughter  were  but  found  againe. 
Who  now  is  miffing,  fhe  had  my  confcnt,  2950 

To  be  difpofd  off  to  her  owne  content. 

Raph.  I  do  reioyce,  that  what  I  thought  to  doe, 
Ere  I  begin,  I  finde  already  done. 
Why  this  will  pleafe  your  friends  at  Abington, 
Franke,  if  thou  feekft  that  way,  there  thou  (halt  finde 
Her,  whom  I  holde  the  comfort  of  thy  minde. 

Mall.  He  (hall  not  feeke  me,  I  will  feeke  him  out, 
Since  of  my  mothers  graunt  I  need  not  doubt. 

Mi.  Bar  Thy  mother  graunts  my  girle,and  (he  doth  pray, 
To  fend  vnto  you  both  a  ioyflill  day,  19^0 

Hodge.  Nay  miftrefTe  Barnes,  I  wifh  her  better,  that  thofe 

ioyfuU  dayes  may  be  turnd  to  ioyfuU  nights. 

Coomes. 
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Coome.  Faith  tis  a  pretty  wench,  and  tis  pitty  but  fhe  fliould 

haue  him. 

Nich.  And  miflrefle  Mary,  when  yee  go  to  bed,  God  lend 
you  good  reft,  and  a  peck  of  Fleas  in  your  neft,  euery  one  as 
big  as  Francis. 

Phil.  Well  faid  wifdome,  God  fend  thee  wife  children. 

Nich.  And  you  more  mony. 

Phil.  I,  fo  wiOi  I.  ^970 

Nich.  Twill  be  a  good  while,  ere  you  wifh  your  skin  fiill  of 
Ilet  holes. 

Fhil.  Franke,  harke  ye  ?  brother,  now  your  wooings  doone : 
The  next  thing  now  you  doe,  is  for  a  fonne : 
I  prithe,  for  I  faith  I  fhould  be  glad, 
To  haue  my  felfe  called  nunckle,  and  thou  Dad, 
Well  fifter,  if  that  Francis  play  the  man. 
My  mother  mult  be  Grandam  and  you  Mam, 
To  it  Francis.,  to  it  fifter,  God  fend  yee  ioy, 
Tis  fine  to  fing  danfey  my  owne  fweete  boye.  ap^o 

Fran.  Well  fir  left  on. 

Phil.  Nay  fir,  do  you  left  on. 

M.  Bar.  Well  may  Ihe  prooue  a  happy  wife  to  him. 

M.  Gou.  And  may  he  prooue  as  happy  vnto  her. 

4^.  Jlaph.  Well  Gentlemen,  good  hap  betide  them  both, 
Since  twas  my  hap  thus  happily  to  meete. 
To  be  a  witnefle  of  this  fweete  contract, 
I  doe  reioyce,  wherefore  to  haue  this  ioye 
Longer  prefent  with  me,  I  do  requeft 

That  all  of  you  will  be  my  promift  guefts,  .  1990 

This  long  nights  labour  dooth  defire  fome  reft, 
Befides  this  wilhed  end,  therefore  I  pray. 
Let  me  deteine  yee  but  a  dinner  time : 
Tell  me  I  pray,  ftiall  I  obtaine  fo  much, 

M.  Bar.  Gentle  fir  Raphe,  your  courtefie  is  fuch. 
As  may  impofo  commaund  vnto  vs  all. 
We  will  be  thankfijll  bolde  at  your  requeft. 


angrie  women  of  Abington. 

Phil.  I  pray  fir  Raph,  what  cheare  fhall  we  haue? 

S.  Rap.  I  faith  countrie  fare,  mutton  and  veale, 
Perchance  a  ducke  or  goofe.  3000 

Mai.  Oh  I  am  ficke. 

All.  How  now  Mall,  whats  the  matter  ? 

Mai.  Father  and  mother  if  you  needs  would  know. 
He  nam'd  a  goofe,  w^hich  is  my  Itomackes  foe. 

Phil.  Come,  come,  fhe  is  with  childe  of  fome  od  ieft, 
And  now  (hees  ficke  till  that  (he  brings  it  foorth. 

Mai.  A  iell  quoth  you  ?  well  brother  if  it  be, 
I  feare  twill  prooue  an  earnefl  vnto  me, 
Goofe  faid  ye  fir  ?  oh  that  lame  very  name, 
Hath  in  it  much  varietie  of  ihame,  3010 

Of  all  the  birds  that  euer  yet  was  feene, 
I  would  not  haue  them  graze  vpon  this  greene, 
I  hope  they  will  not,  for  this  crop  is  poore, 
And  they  may  paflure  vpon  greater  ftore, 
But  yet  tis  pittie  that  they  let  them  pafle. 
And  like  a  Common  bite  the  Mufes  grafle. 
Yet  this  I  feare  if  Franke  and  I  Ihould  kille. 
Some  creeking  goofe  would  chide  vs  with  a  hilTe, 
I  meane  not  that  goofe  that  fings  it  knowes  not  what, 
Tis  not  that  hide  when  one  faies  hilt  come  hither,  3010 

Nor  that  fame  hide  that  fetteth  dogges  together, 
Nor  that  fame  hifle  that  by  a  fier  doth  Hand, 
And  hifleth  T.  or  F.  vpon  the  hand. 
But  tis  a  hifle,  and  He  vnlace  my  cote. 
For  I  fhould  found  fure  if  I  heard  that  note. 
And  then  greene  Ginger  for  the  greene  goofe  cries, 
Serues  not  the  turne,  I  turn'd  the  white  of  eyes. 
The  Rofafolis  yet  that  makes  me  liue. 
Is  fauour  that  thefe  Gentlemen  may  giue. 

But  if  they  be  difpleafed,  then  pleafd  am  I,  J030 

To  yeeld  my  felfe  a  hilling  death  to  die. 
Yet  I  hope  heres  none  conlents  to  kill, 

M  But 


A  pleafant  Comedie  of  the  two 

But  kindly  take  the  fauour  of  good  will. 

If  any  thing  be  in  the  pen  to  blame, 

Then  here  Hand  I  to  blufh  the  writers  fhame, 

If  this  be  bad,  he  promifes  a  better, 

Trult  him,  and  he  will  prooue  a  right  true  debter. 

FINIS. 
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